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PREFACE 


To all to whom this little book may come — 

Health lor yourselves and those you hold most dear! 
Content abroad, and hapjiiness at home, 

And — one grand secret in your private ear: — 
Nations have passed atvay and left no iiaces. 

And History f^ives the naked cause of it — 

One single, simple reason in all cases, 

They fell because then peoples were not fit 

Now, though your Body be mis-shapen, blind, 

Lame, feverish, lacking substance, power or skill, 
Certain it is that men can school the Mind 
To school the sickliest Body to her will — 

As many have done, whose glory blazes still 
Like mighty flames m meanest lanterns lit: 

Wherefore, we pray the crippled, weak and ill — 

Be fit — be fit! In mind at first be fit! 

And, though your Spirit seem uncouth or small, 
Stubborn as clay or shifting as the sand, 

Strengthen the Body, and the Body shall 
Strengthen the Spirit till she take command; 
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As a bold rider brings his horse in hand 
At the tall fence, with voice and heel and bit, 

And leaps while all the field are at a stand, 

Be fit— be fit! In body next be fit! 

Nothing on earth — no Arts, no Gifts, nor Graces — 
No FamCy no Wealth — outweighs the want of it. 
This IS the Laiv which every laiv embraces — 

Be fit — he fit ^ In mind and body he fit f 

The even heart that seldom slurs its beat — 

The cool head weighing what that heart desires — 
The measuring eye that guides the hands and feet-r^ 
The Soul unbroken when the Body tires — 

These are the things our weary world requires 
Far more than superfluities of wit; 

Wherefore we pray you, sons of generous sires, 

Be fit — be fit’ For Honour’s sake be fit 

There is one lesson at all Times and Places — 

One changeless Truth on all things changing writ, 
For boys and girls, men, women, nations, races — 
Be fit — be fit! And once again, be fit f 
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WINNING THE VICTORIA CROSS 

The history of the Victoria Cross has been told so 
often that it is only necessary to say that the Order 
was created by Queen Victoria on January 29th, 1856, 
in the year of the peace with Russia, when the new 
racing Cunard paddle-steamer Persia of three thousand 
tons was making thirteen knots between England and 
America, and all the world wondered at the advance 
of civilisation and progress. 

Any rank of the English Army, Navy, Reserve or 
Volunteer forces, from a duke to a negro, can wear on 
his left breast the little ugly bronze Maltese cross with 
the crowned lion atop and the inscription ‘Tor Valour” 
below, if he has only ^‘performed some signal act of 
valour” or devotion to his country “in the presence of 
the enemy.” Nothing else makes any difference; for it 
is explicitly laid down in the warrant that “neither 
• rank, nor long service, nor wounds, nor any other cir- 
cumstance whatsoever, save the merit of conspicuous 
bravery, shall be held to establish a sufficient claim to 
this Order.” 

There are many kinds of bravery, and if one looks 
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through the records of the four hundred and eleven 
men, living and dead, that have held the Victoria Cross 
before the Great War, one finds instances of every 
imaginable variety of heroism. 

There is bravery in the early morning, when it 
takes great courage even to leave warm blankets, let 
alone walk into dirt, cold and death; on foot and on 
horse; empty or fed; sick or well; coolness of brain 
that thinks out a plan at dawn and holds to it all 
through the long, murderous day; bravery of the mind 
that makes the jerking nerves hold still and do nothing 
except show a good example; sheer reckless strength 
that hacks through a crowd of amazed men and comes 
out grinning on the other side; enduring spirit that 
wears through a long siege, never losing heart or man- 
ners or temper; quick, flashing bravery that heaves a 
lighted shell overboard or rushes the stockade while 
others are gaping at it; and the calculated craftsman- 
ship that camps alone before the angry rifle-pit or 
shell-hole, and cleanly and methodically wipes out every 
soul in it. 

Before the Great War, England dealt with many dif- 
ferent peoples, and, generally speaking, all of them, Zulu, 
Malay, Maori, Burman, Boer, the little hillsman of the 
North-east Indian Frontier, Afreedi, Pathan, Biluch, the 
Arab of East Afnca and the Sudanese of the North of 
Africa and the rest, played a thoroughly good game* 
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For this we owe them many thanks; since they showed 
us every variety of climate and almost every variety of 
attack, from long-range fire to hand-to-hand scrimmage; 
except, of course, the ordered movements of Continental 
armies and the scientific rum of towns. . . . That came 
later and on the largest scale. 

It is rather the fashion to look down on these little 
wars and to call them “military promenades” and so 
forth, but in reality no enemy can do much more than 
poison your wells, rush your camp, ambuscade you, kill 
you with his climate, fight you body to body, make 
you build your own means of communication under his 
fire, and horribly cut up your wounded. He may do 
this on a large or small scale, but the value of the teach- 
ing is the same. 

It is in these rough-and-tumble affairs that many 
of the first Crosses were won; and some of the records 
for the far-away Crimea and the Indian Mutiny are 
well worth remembering, if only to show that valour 
never varies. 

The Crimea was clean fighting as far as the enemy 
were concerned, — for the very old men say that no one 
could wish for better troops than the Russians of Inker- 
man and Alma, — but our own War Office then, as two 
generations later, helped the enemy with ignorant mis- 
management and neglect. In the Mutiny of 1857 all 
India, Bengal and the North-West Provinces, seemed to 
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be crumbling like sand-bag walls in flood, and wherever 
there were three or four Englishmen left, they had to 
kill or be killed till help came. Hundreds of Crosses 
must have been won then, had anybody had time to 
notice; for the average of work allowing for the im- 
provements in man-killing machinery was as high as in 
the Great War. 

For instance — this is a rather extensive and varied 
record — one man shut up in the Residency at Lucknow 
stole out three times at the risk of his life to get cattle 
for the besieged to eat. Later, he extinguished a fire 
near a powder-magazine and a month afterwards put 
out another fire. Then he led twelve men to capture 
two guns which were wrecking the Residency at 
close range. Next day he captured an outlying posi- 
tion full of mutineers, three days later he captured 
another gun, and finished up by capturing a fourth. So 
he got his Cross. 

Another young man was a lieutenant in the 
Southern Mahratta Horse, and a full regiment of 
mutineers broke into his part of the world, upsetting 
the minds of the people. He collected some loyal 
troopers, chased the regiment eighty miles, stormed the 
fort they had taken refuge in, and killed, captured or 
wounded every soul there. 

Then there was a lance-corporal who afterwards 
rose to be Lieutenant-Colonel. He was the enduring 
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type of man, for he won his Cross merely for taking a 
hand in every fight that came along through neatly 
seventy consecutive days. 

There were also two brothers who earned the Cross 
about six times between them for leading forlorn hopes 
and such-like. Likewise there was a private of **pei*- 
suasive powers and cheerful disposition,’* so the record 
says, who was cut off with nine companions in a 
burning house while the mutineers were firing in at 
the windows. He, however, cheerfully persuaded the 
enemy to retire, and in the end all his party were saved 
through his practical cheerfulness,” He must have 
been a man worth knowing. 

And there was a little man in the Sutherland 
Highlanders — a private who eventually became a Major- 
General. In one attack near Lucknow he killed eleven 
men with his claymore, which is a heating sort of 
weapon to handle. 

Even he was not more thorough than two troopers 
who rode to the rescue of their Colonel, cut off 
and knocked down by mutineers. They helped him 
to rise, and they must have been annoyed, for the 
three of them killed all the mutineers — about fifty. 

Then there was a negro captain of the foretop, 
William Hall, R.N., who with two other negroes, 
Samuel Hodge and W. J. Gordon of the 4th and 
I St West Indian Infantry, came up the river with the 
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Naval Brigade from Calcutta to work big guns. They 
worked them so thoroughly that each got a Cross. 
They must have done a good deal, for no one is 
quite so crazy reckless as a West Indian negro when he 
is really excited. 

There was a man in the Mounted Police who with 
sixty horsemen charged one thousand mutineers and 
broke them up. And so the tale runs on. 

Three Bengal Civilian Government officers were, 
I believe, the only strict non-combatants who ever re- 
ceived the Cross. As a matter of fact they had to 
fight with the rest, but the story of “Lucknow^* 
Kavanagh’s adventures in disguise, of Ross Mangle’s 
heroism after the first attempt to relieve the Little 
'House at Arrah had failed (Arrah was a place where 
ten white men and fifty-six loyal natives barricaded 
themselves in a billiard-room in a garden and stood 
the siege of three regiments of mutineers for three 
weeks), and of McDonnel’s cool-headedness in the 
retreat down the river, are things that ought to be told 
by themselves. Almost any one can fight well on 
the winning side, but those men who can patch up a 
thoroughly bad business and pull it off in some sort of 
shape, are most to be respected. 

Army chaplains and doctors are officially supposed 
to be non-combatants — they are not really so— but 
about twenty years after the Mutiny a chaplain was 
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decorated under circumstances that made it impoasible 
to overlook his bravery. Still, I do not think he quite 
cared for the publicity. He was a regimental chaplain 
— in action a chaplain is generally supposed to stay 
with or hear the doctor — and he seems to have drifted 
up close to a cavalry charge, for he helped a wounded 
officer of the Ninth Lancers into an ambulance. He 
was then going about his business when he found two 
troopers who had tumbled into a water-course all mixed 
with their horses, and a knot of Afghans were hurrying 
to attend to them. The record says that he rescued 
both men, but the tale, as I heard it unofficially, de- 
clares that he found a revolver somewhere with which 
he did excellent work while the troopers were struggling 
but of the ditch. This seems very possible, for the 
Afghans do not leave disabled men without the strongest 
hint, and I know that in nine cases out of ten if you 
want a coherent account of what happened in an action 
you had better ask the chaplain or the Roman Catholic 
priest of a battalion. 

But it is difficult to get details. I have met perhaps 
a dozen or so of V.C.’s, and in every case they explained 
that they did the first thing that came to their hand 
without worrying about alternatives. One man headed 
, a charge into a mass of Afghans, who are very good 
fighters so long as they stay interested in their work^ 
and cut down five of them. All he said was: 
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“Well, they were there, and they couldn’t go away. 
What was a man to do? Write ’em a note and ask 
’em to shift?” 

Another man I questioned was a doctor. Army 
doctors, by the way, have special opportunities for 
getting Crosses. Their duty compels them to stay 
somewhere within touch of the firing-line, and most 
of them run right up and lie down, keeping an eye 
on the wounded. 

It is a heart-breaking thing for a doctor who has 
pulled a likely young private of twenty-three through 
typhoid fever and set him on his feet and watched 
him develop, to see the youngster wasted with a 
casual bullet. It must have been this feeling that 
made my friend do the old, splendid thing that 
never grows stale — rescue a wounded man under 
fire. He won this Cross, but all he said was: I 
didn’t want any unauthorised consultations — or ampu- 
tations — while I was Medical Officer in charge. ’Tisn’t 
etiquette.” 

His own head was very nearly blown off as he was 
tying up an artery — for it was blind, bad bush-fighting, 
with puffs of smoke popping in and out among the 
high grass and nefver a man visible — but he only 
grunted when his helmet was cracked across by a 
bullet, and went on tightening the tourniquet. 

As I have hinted, in most of our little affairs before 
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the war, the enemy knew nothing about the Geneva 
Convention or the treatment of wounded, but fired at 
a doctor on his face value as a white man. One 
cannot blame them — it was their custom, but it was 
exceedingly awkward when our doctors took care of 
their wounded who did not understand these things 
and tried to go on fighting in hospital. 

There is an interesting tale of a wounded Su- 
danese — what our soldiers used to call a “fuzzy’’ — 
who was carefully attended to in a hospital after a 
fight. As soon as he had any strength again, he pro- 
posed to a native orderly that they tw’O should mas- 
sacre all the infidel wounded in the other beds. The 
orderly did not see it; so, when the doctor came in 
he found the “Fuzzy” was trying to work out his plan 
single-handed. The doctor had a very unpleasant 
scuffle with that simple-minded man, but, at last, he 
slipped the chloroform-bag over his nose. The man 
understood bullets and was not afraid of them; but 
this magic smelly stuff that sent him to sleep, cowed 
him altogether, and he gave no more trouble in the 
ward. 

; So a doctor’s life is always a little hazardous and, 
besides his professional duties* he may find himself 
senior officer in charge of what is left of the command, 
if the others have been shot down. As doctors are 
always full of theories, I believe they rather like this 
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chance of testing them. Sometimes doctors have ruju 
out to help a mortally wounded man of their battalion, 
because they know that he may have last messages 
to give, and it eases him to die with some human 
being holding his hand. This is a most noble thing to 
do under fire, because it means sitting still among 
bullets. Chaplains have done it also, but it is part of 
what they reckon as their regular duty. 

Another V.C. of my acquaintance — he was anything 
but a doctor or a chaplain — once saved a trooper whose 
horse had been killed. His method was rather original. 
The man was on foot and the enemy — Zulus this time 
— was coming down at a run, and the trooper said, 
very decently, that he did not see his way to perilling 
his officer’s life by double-weighting the only available 
horse. 

To this his officer replied: “If you don’t get up 
behind me, I’ll get off and give you such a licking as 
you’ve never had in your life.” The man was more 
afraid of fists than of assegais, and the good horse 
pulled them both out of the scrape. Now by our 
Regulations an officer who insults or “threatens with 
violence” a subordinate in the Service is liable to lose 
his commission and to be declared “incapable of serv- 
ing the King in any capacity”; but for some reason or 
other the trooper never reported his superior. 

The humour and the honour of fighting are by no 
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means all on one side. A good many years ago there 
was a war in New Zealand against the Maoris, who, 
though they tortured prisoners and occasionally ate a 
man, liked fighting for its own sake. One of their 
chiefs cut off a detachment of our men in a stockade 
where he might have starved them out, and eaten 
them at leisure later. But word reached him that they 
were short of provisions, and so he sent m a canoeful 
of pig and potatoes with the message that it was no 
fun to play that game with weak men, and he would 
be happy to meet them after rest and a full meal. 
There are many cases in which men, very young as a 
rule, have forced their way through a stockade of 
thorns that hook or bamboos that cut and held on in 
the face of heavy fire or just so long as served to bring 
up their comrades. Those who have done this say 
that getting in is exciting enough, but the bad time, 
when the minutes drag like hours, lies between the 
first scuffle with the angry faces in the smoke, and the 
**Hi, get out o* this!^’ that shows that the others of our 
side are tumbling up behind. They say it||s as bad as 
football when you get off the ball just as slowly as 
you dare, so that your own side may have time to come up. 

Most men, after they have been shot over a little, 
only want a lead to do good work; so the result of a 
young man’s daring is often out of all proportion to his 
actual performances. 


2 * 
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Here is a case which never won notice because very 
few people talked about it — a case of the courage of 
Ulysses, one might say. 

A column of troops, heavily weighted with sick and 
wounded, had drifted into a bad place — a pass where 
an enemy, hidden behind rocks, were picking them off 
at known ranges, as they retreated. Half a battalion 
was acting as rear-guard — company after company fac- 
ing about on the narrow road and trying to keep down 
the wicked, flickering fire from the hill-sides. And it 
was twilight, and it was cold and raining; and it was 
altogether horrible for every one. 

Presently, the rear-guard began to fire a little too 
quickly and to hurry back to the main body a little too 
sooii, and the bearers put down the ambulances a little 
too often, and looked on each side of the road for 
possible cover. Altogether, there were the makings of 
a nasty little breakdown — and after that would come 
primitive slaughter. 

A boy whom I knew was acting command of one 
company th|t was specially bored and sulky, and there 
were shouts from the column of “Hurry up! Hurry 
there 1’* neither necessary nor soothing. He kept hiS 
men in hand as well as he could, hitting down rifles 
when they fired wild, till some one along the line 
shouted: “What on earth are you fellows waiting so 
long for?” 
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Then my friend — I am rather proud that he was my 
friend — hunted for his pipe and tobacco, filled the bowl 
tn his pocket because, he said afterwards, he didn^t want 
any one to see how his hand shook, lit a fuzee, and 
shouted back between very shoit puffs: “Hold on a 
minute. I’m lighting my pipe.” 

There was a roar of rather crackly laughter and the 
company joker said Since you are so pressing I tiFnk 
I’ll ’ave a draw meself.” 

I don’t believe either pipe was smoked out, but — 
and this is a very big but — the little bit of acting steadied 
the company, and the news of it ran down the line, and 
even the wounded in the doolies laughed, and every one 
felt better. Whether the enemy heard the laugliing, or 
was impressed by the even ‘‘one- two- three-four” firing 
that followed it, will never be known, but the column 
came to camp at the regulation step and not at a run, 
with very few casualties. That is what one may call the 
courage of the much-enduring Ulysses, but the only 
comment that I ever heard on the affair was the boy’s 
Own, and all he said was: “It was transpontine (which 
means theatrical), but necessary.” 

Of course he must have been a good boy from the 
beginning, for little bits of pure inspiration seldom come 
to or are acted upon by slovens, self-indulgent or un- 
disciplined people. I have not yet met one V.C. who 
had not strict notions about washing and shaving and 



22 


LAND AND SEA TALES 


keeping himself decent on his way through the civilised 
world, whatever he may have done outside it. 

Indeed, it is very curious, after one has known 
hundreds of young men and young officers, to sit still 
at a distance and watch them come forward to success 
in their profession. Somehow, the clean and considerate 
man mostly seems to take hold of circumstances at the 
rigft end. 

One of the youngest of the V.C.^s of his time I 
used to know distantly as a beautiful being whom they 
called Aide-de-Camp to a big official in India. So far 
as strangers could judge, his duties consisted in wearing 
a uniform faced with blue satin, and in seeing that 
every one was looked after at the dances and dinners. 
He would wander about smiling, with eyes at the back 
of his head, introducing men who were strangers and a 
little uncomfortable, to girls whose dance-cards were 
rather empty; taking old and uninteresting women into 
supper, and tucking them into their carriages afterwards; 
or pleasantly steering white-whiskered native officers all 
covered with medals and half-blind with confusion 
through the maze of a big levee into the presence of 
the Viceroy or Commander-in- Chief, or whoever it was 
they were being presented to. 

After a few years of this work, his chance came, 
and he made the most of it. We were then smoking 
out a nest of caravan-raiders, slave-dealers, and general 
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thieves who lived somewhere under the Karakoram 
Mountains among glaciers about sixteen thousand feet 
above sea-level. The mere road to the place was too 
much for many mules, for it ran by precipices and round 
rock-curves and over roaring, snow-fed rivers. 

The enemy — they were called Kanjuts — had fortified 
themselves m a place nearly as impregnable as nature 
and man could make it. One position was on the top 
of a cliff about twelve hundred feet high, whence they 
could roll stones directly on the head of any attacking 
force. Our men objected to the stones much more than 
to the rifle-fire. They were camped in a river-bed at 
the bottom of an icy pass with some three tiers of 
these cliff-like defences above them, and the Kanjuts on 
each tier were very well armed. To make all specially 
pleasant, it was December. 

This ex-aide-de-camp happened to be a good 
mountaineer, and he was told off with a hundred native 
troops, Goorkhas and Dogra Sikhs, to climb up into 
the top tier of the fortifications. The only way of 
arriving was to follow a sort of shoot in the cliff-face 
which the enemy had worn smooth by throwing rocks 
down. Even m daylight, in peace, and with good 
guides, it would have been fair mountaineering. 

He went up in the dark, by eye and guess, against 
some two thousand Kanjuts very much at war with him. 
When he had climbed eight hundred feet almost per- 
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pendicular he found he had to come back, because 
even he and his Goorkha cragsmen could find no 
way. 

He returned to the river-bed and tried again in a 
new place, working his men up between avalanches of 
stones that slid along and knocked people over. When 
he struggled to the top he had to take his men into the 
forts with the bayonet and the kukri, the little Goorkha 
knife. The attack was so utterly bold and unexpected 
that it broke the hearts of the enemy and practically 
ended the campaign; and if you could see the photo- 
graph of the place you would understand why. 

It was hard toe-nail and finger-nail crag-climbing 
under fire, and the men behind him were not regulars, 
but what are called Imperial Service troops — men raised 
by the semi-independent kings and used to defend the 
frontier They enjoyed themselves immensely, and the 
little aide-de-camp got a deserved Victoria Cross. The 
courage of Ulysses again, for he had to think as he 
climbed, and until he was directly underneath the 
fortifications, one chance-hopping boulder might just 
have planed his men off all along the line. 

But there is a heroism beyond all, for which no 
Victoria Cross is ever given, because there is no official 
enemy nor any sort of firing, except one volley in the 
early morning at some spot where the noise does not 
echo into the newspapers. 
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It is necessary from time to time to send unarmed 
men into No Man’s Land and the Back of Beyond 
across the Khudajanta Khan (The Lord-knows-where) 
Mountains, just to find out what is going on there 
among people who some day or other may become 
dangerous enemies. 

The understanding is that if the men return with 
their reports so much the better for them. They may 
then receive some sort of decoration, given, so far as 
the public can make out, for no real reason. If they 
do not come back — and people disappear very mys- 
teriously at the Back of Beyond — that is their own con- 
cern, and no questions will be asked, and no inquiries 
made. 

They tell a tale of one man who, some years ago, 
strayed into No Man’s Land to see how things were, 
and met a very amiable set of people, who asked him 
to a round of dinners and lunches and dances. And 
ail that time he knew, and they knew that he knew, 
that his hosts were debating between themselves whether 
they should suffer him to live till next mornings and if 
they decided not to let him live, in what they 
should wipe him out most quietly. 

The only consideration that made them hesitate was 
that they could not tell from his manner whether there 
were five hundred Englishmen within a few miles of 
him or no Englishmen at all within five hundred miles 
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of him; and, as matters stood at that moment, they 
could not very well go out to look and make sure. 

So he danced and dined with those pleasant, merry 
folk, — all good friends, — and talked about hunting and 
shooting and so forth, never knowing when the polite 
servants behind his chair would turn into the firing- 
party. At last his hosts decided, without rude words 
said, to let him go, and when they made up their 
minds they did it very handsomely, for, you must re- 
member, there is no malice borne on either side in 
that game. 

They gave him a farewell banquet and drank his 
health, and he thanked them for his delightful visit, 
and they said: ''So glad you’re glad. Au revotr/' and 
he came away looking a little bored. 

Later on, so the tale runs, his hosts discovered that 
their guest had been given up for lost by his friends in 
England, where no one ever expected to see him again. 
Then they were sorry that they had not put him against 
a wall and shot him. 

That is a case of the cold-blooded courage worked 
up to ifter years of training — courage of mind forcing 
the bod^ through an unpleasant situation for the sake 
of the game. 

When all is said and done, courage of mind is the 
finest thing any one can hope to attam to. A weak or 
undisciplined soul is apt to become reckless under 
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Strain (which is only being afraid the wrong way 
about), or to act for its own immediate advantage. For 
this reason the Victoria Cross is jealously guarded, and 
if there be suspicion that the man is playing to the 
gallery or out pot-hunting for medals, as they call it, he 
is often left to head his charges and rescue his wounded 
all over again as a guarantee of good faith. 

In the Great War there was very little suspicion, or 
chance, of gallery- pi ay for the V.C., because there was 
ample opportunity and, very often, strong necessity, for 
a man to repeat his performances several times over. 
Moreover, he was generally facing much deadlier weapons 
than mere single rifles or edged tools, and the rescue 
of wounded under fire was, by so much, a more serious 
business. But one or two War V.C.’s of my acquaintance 
have told me that if you can manage the little matter 
of keeping your head, it is not as difficult as it sounds 
to get on the blind side of a machine-gun, or to lie out 
under its lowest line of fire, where, they say, you are 
'‘quite comfortable if you don’t fuss.” Also, every V.C. 
of the Great War I have spoken to has been rather 
careful to explain that he won his Cross because what 
he did happened to be done when and where some 
one could notice it. Thousands of men they said did 
just the same, but in places where there were no ob- 
servers. And that is true; for the real spirit of the 
Army changes very little through the years. 
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Men are taught to volunteer for anything and 
everything; going out quietly after, not before, the 
authorities have filled their place. They are also 
instructed that it is cowardly, it is childish, and it is 
cheating to neglect or scamp the plain work immediately 
in front of them, the duties they are trusted to do, 
for the sake of stepping aside to snatch at what to an 
outsider may resemble fame or distinction. Above 
all, their own hard equals, whose opinion is the sole 
opinion worth having, are always sitting unofficially 
in judgment on them. 

The Order itself is a personal decoration, and the 
honour and glory of it belongs to the wearer; but he 
can only win it by forgetting himself, his own honour 
and glory, and by working for something beyond and 
outside and apart from his own self. And there seems 
to be no other way in which you get anything in this 
world worth the keeping. 



THE WAY THAT HE TOOK 

Almost every word of this story ts dash’d on fact. The Boer 
War of iSgg-igo2 was a vet y ^mall one as war^ were reckoned 
and was fought without any particular malice^ our it taught our 
men the practical value of sc outing in the field They were slow 
to learn at the outset^ and it cost them many unnecessary losses^ 
as ts always the caw when men think they can do their work 
Without taking Uouble beforehand 

The guns of the Field-Battery were ambushed 
behind white-thorned mimosas, scarcely taller than 
their wheels, that marked the line of a dry nullah; 
and the camp pretended to find shade under a clump 
of gums planted as an experiment by some Minister 
of Agriculture. One small hut, reddish stone with a 
tin roof, stood where the single track of the railway 
split into a siding. A rolling plain of red earth, 
speckled with loose stones and sugar-bush, ran north- 
ward to the scarps and spurs of a range of little 
hills — all barren and exaggerated in the heat-haze. 
Southward, the level lost itself in a tangle of scrub- 
furred hillocks, upheaved without purpose or order, 
seared and blackened by the strokes of the careless 
lightning, seamed down their sides with spent water- 
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courses, and peppered from base to summit with 
stones — riven, piled, scattered stones. Far away, to 
the eastward, a line of blue-grey mountains, peaked 
and horned, lifted itself over the huddle of the 
tortured earth. It was the only thing that held steady 
through the liquid mirage. The nearer hills detached 
themselves from the plain, and swam forward like 
islands in a milky ocean. While the Major stared 
through puckered eyelids, Leviathan himself waded 
through the far shallows of it — a black and form- 
less beast. 

**That,*^ said the Major, “must be the guns coming 
back.” He had sent out two guns, nominally for 
exercise — actually to show the loyal Dutch that there 
was artillery near the railway if any patriot thought 
fit to tamper with it. Chocolate smears, looking as 
though they had been swept with a besom through 
the raffle of stones, wandered across the earth— 
unbridged, ungraded, unmetalled. They were the 
roads to the brown mud huts, one in each valley, 
that were officially styled farm-houses. At very long 
intervals a dusty Cape-cart or a tilted waggon would 
move along them, and men, dirtier than the dirt, 
would come to sell fruit or scraggy sheep. At night 
the farm-houses were lighted up in a style out of all 
keeping with Dutch economy; the scrub would light 
itself on some far headland, and the house-lights 
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twinkled in reply. Three or four days later the Majoi 
would read bad news in the Capetown papers thrown 
to him from the passing troop trains. 

The guns and their escort changed from Leviathan 
to the likeness of wrecked boats, their crews struggling 
beside them. Presently they took on their true shape, 
and lurched into camp amid clouds of dust. 

The Mounted Infantry escort set about its evening 
meal; the hot air filled with the scent of burning wood; 
sweating men rough-dried sweating horses with wisps 
of precious forage; the sun dipped behind the hills, 
and they heard the whistle of a train from the 
south. 

“What’s that?” said the Major, slipping into his 
coat. The decencies had not yet left him. 

“Ambulance tram,” said the Captain of Mounted 
Infantry, raising his glasses. “Pd like to talk to a 
woman again, but it won’t stop here. ... It zs stopping, 
though, and making a beastly noise. Let’s look.” 

The engine had sprung a leaky tube, and ran 
lamely into the siding. It would be two or three hours 
at least before she could be patched up. 

Two doctors and a couple of Nursing Sisters stood 
on the rear platform of a carriage. The Major ex- 
plained the situation, and invited them to tea. 

“We were just going to ask you/' said the medical 
Major of the ambulance tram. 
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' **No, come to our camp. Let the men see A 
woman again!” he pleaded. 

Sister Dorothy, old in the needs of war, for all her 
twenty-four years, gathered up a tin of biscuits and 
some bread and butter new cut by the orderlies. Sister 
Margaret picked up the teapot, the spirit-lamp, and a 
w^ater-bottle. 

“Capetown water,” she said with a nod. “Filtered 
too. I know Karroo water.” She jumped down lightly 
on to the ballast. 

“What do you know about the Karroo, Sister?” 
said the Captain of Mounted Infantry, indulgently, as 
a veteran of a month’s standing. He understood that 
all that desert as it seemed to him was called by that 
name. 

She laughed. “This is my home. I was born out 
they-ah — ^just behind that big range of hills — out 
Oudtshorn way. It’s only sixty miles fr&m here. Oh, 
how good it is!” 

She slipped the Nurses’ cap from her head, tossed 
it through the open car-window, and drew a breath of 
deep content. With the sinking of the sun the dry 
hills had taken life and glowed against the green of 
the horizon. They rose up like jewels in the utterly 
clear air, while the valleys between flooded with purple 
shadow. A mile away, stark-clear, withered rocks 
showed as though one could touch them with the 



am WAY IHAT HE TOOH "^33 

hand, and the voice of a native herdboy in chai:ge of 
a flock of sheep came in clear and sharp over twice 
that distance. Sister Margaret devoured the huge spaces 
with eyes unused to shoiter ranges, snuffed again the 
air that has no equal under God’s skies, and, turning 
to her companion, said: “What do ^ou think of it?” 

“I am afraid I’m rather singular,” he replied. 
“Most of us hate the Karroo. I used to, but it grows 
on one somehow. I suppose it’s the lack of fences and 
roads that’s so fascinating. And when one gets back 
from the railway ” 

“You’re quite nght,” she said, with an emphatic 
stamp of her foot. “People come to Matjesfontein — 
ugh! — with their lungs, and they live opposite the 
railway station and that new hotel, and they think 
tka^^s the Karroo. They say there isn’t anything in it. 
Ifs full of life when you really get into it. You see 
that? Pm so glad. D’you know, you’re the first English 
officer I’ve heard who has spoken a good w^ord for my 
country?” 

“I’m glad I pleased you,” said the Captain, looking 
into Sister Margaret’s black-lashed grey eyes under the 
heavy brown hair shot with grey where it rolled back 
from the tanned forehead. This kind of nurse was 
new in his experience. The average Sister did not 
lightly stride over rolling stones, and — was it possible 
that her easy pace up-hill was beginning to pump him? 

Land and Sea Tales 3 
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As she walked, she hummed joyously to herself, a 
queer catchy tune of one line several times repeated: 

Vat jou goet en trek, Ferriera, 

Vat JOU goet eu trek. 

It ran off with a little trill that sounded like: 

Zwaar draa, alle en de ein kant; 

Jannie met de hoepel bcin ! * 

“Listen'” she said, suddenly. “What was that?” 

“It must be a waggon on the road. I heard the 
whip, I think.” 

“Yes, but you didn’t hear the wheels, did you? It’s 
a little bird that makes just that noise, ‘Whe-ew’!” she 
duplicated it perfectly. “We call it” — she gave the 
Dutch name, which did not, of course, abide with the 
Captain. “We must have given him a scare! You 
hear him in the early mornings when you are sleeping 
in the waggons. It’s just like the noise of a whip-lash, 
isn’t it?” 

They entered the Major’s tent a little behind the 
others, who were discussing the scanty news of the 
Campaign. 

“Oh, no,” said Sister Margaret coolly, bending 
over the spirit-lamp, “the Transvaalers will stay round 

* Pack your kit and trek, Ferriera, 

Pack your kit and trek. 

A long pull, all on one side, 

Johnnie with the lame leg. 
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Kimberley and try to put Rhodes in a cage. But, of 
course, if a commando gets through to De Aar they 
will all rise 

<‘You think so, Sister ?’' said the medical Major, 
deferentially. 

“I know so. They will rise anywhere in the Colony 
if a commando comes actually to them. Presently they 
will rise in Prieska — if it is only to steal the forage at 
Van Wyk’s Vlei. Why not?” 

“We get most of our opinions of the war from 
Sister Margaret,” said the civilian doctor of the train. 
“IPs all new to me, but, so far, all her prophecies have 
come tiue.“ 

A few months ago that doctor had retired from 
practice to a country house in rainy England, his foitune 
made and, as he tried to believe, his life-work done. 
Then the bugles blew, and, rejoicing at the change, he 
found himself, his experience, and his fine bedside 
manner, buttoned up in a black-tabbed khaki coat, on 
a hospital tram that covered eleven hundred miles a 
week, carried a hundred wounded each trip and dealt 
him more experience m a month than he had ever 
gained m a year of home practice. 

Sister Margaret and the Captain of Mounted Infantry 
took their cups outside the tent. The Captain wished 
to know something more about her. Till that day he 
had believed South Africa to be populated by sullen 
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Dutchmen and slack-waisted women; and in some 
clumsy fashion betrayed the belief. 

*^Of course, you don’t see any others where you 
are,” said Sister Margaret, leniently, from her camp- 
chair. “They are all at the war. I have two brothers, 
and a nephew, my sister’s son, and — oh, I can’t count 
my cousins.” She flung her hands outward with a cu- 
riously un-English gesture. “And then, too, you have 
never been off the railway. You have only seen Cape- 
town? All the schel — all the useless people are there. 
You should see our country beyond the ranges — out 
Oudtshorn way. We grow fruit and vines. It is much 
prettier, I think, than Paarl.” 

“I’d like to very much, I may be stationed in 
Africa after the war is over.” 

“Ah, but we know the English officers. They say 
that this is a ‘beastly country,’ and they do not know 
how to — to be nice to people. Shall I tell you? There 
was an aide-de-camp at Government House three years 
ago. He sent out invitations to dinner to Piet — to 
Mr. Van der Hooven’« wife. And she had been dead 
eight years, and Van der Hooven — he has the big 
farms round Craddock — just then was thinking of 
changing his politics, you see— he was against the 
Government, — and taking a house in Capetown, m. 
cause of the Army meat contracts. That was 
you see?” 
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"I see,” said the Captain, to whom this was all 
Greek. 

"Piet was a little angry — not much — but he went 
to Capetown, and that aide-de-camp had made a joke 
about it — about mvitmg the dead woman — in the Civil 
Service Club. You see? So of coune the opposition 
there told Van der Hooven that the aide-de-camp had 
said he could not remember all the old Dutch vrows 
that had died, and so Piet Van der Hooven went away 
angry, and now he is more hot than ever against the 
Government. If you stay with us you must not be like 
ilhaf. You see?” 

"I won’t,” said the Captain, seriously. “What a 
night It is, Sister!” He dwelt lovingly on the last word, 
as men did m South Africa. 

The soft darkness had shut upon them unawares 
and the world had vanished. There was not so 
much breeze as a slow motion of the whole dry air 
under the vault of the immeasurably deep heavens. 
“Look up,” said the Captain; “doesn’t it make you 
feel as if we were tumbling down into the stars — all 
upside down?” 

“Yes,” said Sister Margaret, tilting her head 
back. “It is always like that. I know. And those are 
&ur stars.” 

They burned with a great glory, large as the eyes 
of cattle by lamp-light; planet after planet of the mild 
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Southern sky. As the Captain said, one seemed to be 
falling from out the hidden earth sheer through space, 
between them. 

“Now, when I was little,” Sister Margaret began 
very softly, “there was one day in the week at home 
that w^as all our ow^n. We could get up as soon as 
we liked after midnight, and there was the basket in 
the kitchen — our food. We used to go out at three 
o’clock sometimes, my two brothers, my sisters, and 
the two little ones — out into the Karroo for all the 
day. All — the — long — day. First we built a fire, and 
then we made a kraal for the two little ones — a kraal 
of thorn bushes so that they should not be bitten by 
anything. You see? Often we made the kraal before 
morning — when those” — she jerked her firm chin at 
the stars — “were just going out. Then we old ones 
went hunting lizards — and snakes and birds and cen- 
tipedes, and all that sort of nice thing. Our father 
collected them. He gave us half-a-crown for a spuugh- 
slange — a kind of snake. You see?” 

“How old were you?” Snake-hunting did not strike 
the Captain as a safe amusement for the young. 

“I was eleven then — or ten, perhaps, and the 
little ones were two and three. Why? Then we came 
back to eat, and we sat under a rock all afternoon. 
It was hot, you see, and we played — we played with 
the stones and the flowers. You should see our Karroo 
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in spring! All flowers! All our flowers! Then we 
came home, carrying the little ones on our hacks 
asleep — came home through the dark — ^just like this 
night. That was our own day! Oh, the good days! 
We used to watch the meer-cats playing, too, and the 
little buck. When I was at Guy’s, learning to nurse, 
how home-sick that made me!” 

“But what a splendid open-rwir life’” said the 
Captain. 

“Where else n there to live except the open air?” 
said Sister Margaret, looking off into twenty thousand 
square miles of it with eyes that burned. 

“You’re quite right.” 

“Pm sorry to interrupt you two,” said Sister 
Dorothy, who had been talking to the gunner Major; 
“but the guard says we shall be ready to go in a few 
minutes. Major Devine and Dr. Johnson have gone 
down already.” 

“Very good, Sister. We’ll follow.” The Captain 
rose unwillingly and made for the worn path from the 
camp to the rail. 

“Isn’t there another way?” said Sister Margaret. 
Her grey nursing gown glimmered like some big moth’s 
wing. 

“No. I’ll bring a lantern. It’s quite safe.” 

“I did not think of that,** she said with a laugh; 
“only we never come home by the way we left it when 
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we live in the Karroo. If any one — suppose you had 
dismissed a Kaffir, or got him sjamboked,* and he' 
saw you go out? He would wait for you to come back' 
on a tired horse, and then. . . . You see? But, of 
course, in England where the road is all walled, it is 
different. How funny! Even when we were 4ittle we 
learned never to come home by the way we went 
out.” 

“Very good,” said the Captain, obediently. It made 
the walk longer, and he approved of that. 

“That’s a curious sort of woman,” said the Captain 
to the Major, as they smoked a lonely pipe together 
when the tram had gone. 

seemed to think so.” 

“Well — I couldn’t monopolise Sister Dorothy in 
the presence of my senior officer. What was she 
like?” 

“Oh, it came out that she knew a lot of my people 
in London She’s the daughter of a chap m the next 
county to us, too” 

* * * # # 

The General’s flag still flew before his unstruck tent 
to amuse Boer binoculars, and loyal lying correspondents 
still telegraphed accounts of his daily work. But the 
General himself had gone to join an army a hundred 


* Beaten, 
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miles away; drawing off, from time to time, every 
squadron, gun and company that he dared. Hfs last 
words to the few troops he left behind covered the 
entire situation. 

“If you can bluff ’em till we get round ’em up 
north to tread on their tails, it’s all right. If you can’t, 
they’ll probably eat >ou up. Hold ’em as long as you 
can.” 

So the skeleton remnant of the brigade lay close 
among the kopjes till the Boers, not seeing them in 
force on the sky-line, feared that they might have 
learned the rudiments of war. They rarely disclosed a 
gun, for the reason that they had so few, they scouted 
by fours and fives instead of clattering troops and 
chattering companies, and where they saw a too obvious 
way opened to attack they, lacking force to drive it 
home, looked elsewhere. Great was the anger in the 
Boer commando across the river — the anger and 
unease. 

“The reason is they have so few men,” the loyal 
farmers reported, all fresh from selling melons to the 
camp, and drinking Queen Victoria’s health in good 
whisky. “They have no horses — only what they call 
Mounted Infantry. They are afraid of us. They try to 
make us friends by giving us brandy. Come on and 
shoot them. Then you will see us rise and cut the 
Ime.” 
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“Yes, we know how you rise, you Colonials,” said 
the Boer commandant above his pipe. “We know what 
has come to all your promises from Beaufort West, and 
even from De Aar. We do the work — all the work, — 
and you kneel down with your parsons and pray for our 
success. What good is that? The President has told 
you a hundred times God is on our side. Why do you 
worry Him? We did not send you Mausers and am- 
munition for t/iaL” 

“We kept our commando- horses ready for six 
months — and forage is veiy dear. We sent all our 
young men,” said an honoured member of local 
society. 

“A few here and a few servants there. What is 
that? You should have risen down to the sea all to- 
gether.” 

“But you were so quick. Why did not you wait 
the year? We were not ready, Jan.” 

“That is a lie. All you Cape people lie. You want 
to -save your cattle and your farms. Wait till our flag 
flies from here to Port Elizabeth and you shall see what, 
you will save when the President learns how you have 
risen — you clever Cape people.” 

The saddle-coloured sons of the soil looked down 
their noses. “Yes — it is true. Some of our farms are 
close to the line. They say at Worcester and in the 
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Paarl that many soldiers are always coming in from the 
sea. One must think of that — at least till they aie shot. 
But we know there are very few in front of you here. 
Give them what you gave the fools at Stormberg, and 
you will see how we can shoot rooineks.”^ 

“Yes. 1 know that cow. She is ahvays going to 
calve. Get away. I am answerable tc the President — 
not to the Cape.” 

But the information stayed in his mind, and, not 
being a student of military works, he made a plan to 
suit The tall kopje on which the English had planted 
their helio- station commanded the more or less open 
plain to the northward, but did not command the five- 
mile belt of broken country between that and the out- 
most English pickets, some three miles from camp. The 
Boers had established themselves very comfortably among 
these rock-ridges and scrub-patches, and the “great 
war” drizzled down to long shots and longer stalking. 
The young bloods wanted rooineks to shoot, and 
said so. 

“See here,” quoth the experienced Jan van Staden 
that evening to as many of his commando as cared to 
listen. “You youngsters from the Colony talk a lot. 
Go and turn the rooineks out of their kopjes to-night. 
Eh? Go and take their bayonets from them and stick 


* Red necks —English soldiers. 
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them into them. Eh? You don’t go*” He laughed at 
the silence round the fire. 

“Jan — Jan,” said one young man appealingly, “don’t 
make mock of us.” 

“I thought that was what you wanted so badly. No? 
Then listen to me. Behind us the grazing is bad. We 
have too many cattle here.” (They had been stolen 
from farmers who had been heard to express fears of 
defeat) “To-morrow, by the sky’s look, it will blow a 
good wind. So, to-morrow early I shall send all our 
cattle north to the new grazing. That will make a great 
dust for the English to see from their helio yonder.” 
He pointed to a winking night-lamp stabbing the dark- 
ness with orders to an outlying picket. “With the cattle 
we will send all our women. Yes, all the women and 
the waggons we can spare, and the lame ponies and the 
broken carts we took from Andersen’s farm. That will 
make a big dust — the dust of our retreat. Do you 
see?” 

They saw and approved, and said so. 

“Good. There are many men here who want to go 
home to their wives. I shall let thirty of them away for 
a week. Men who wish to do this will speak to me to- 
night.” (This meant that Jan needed money, and fur- 
lough would be granted on strictly business lines.) 
“These men will look after the cattle and see that they 
make a great dust for a long way. They will run about 
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behind the cattle showing their guns, too. So fkaf, if 
the wind blows well, will be our retreat. The cattle will 
feed beyond Koopman’s Kop.’^ 

“No good water there,” growled a fanner who 
knew that section “Better go on to Zwartpan. It is 
always sweet at Zwartpan.” 

The commando discussed tlie point for twenty 
minutes. It was much more serious than shooting 
rooineks. Then Jan went on: 

“When the rooineks see our retreat they may all 
come into our kopjes together. If so, good. But it 
15 tempting God to expect such a favour. / think they 
will first send some men to scout.” He grinned 
broadly, twisting the English word. “Almighty! To 
scoot! They have none of that new sort of rooinek 
that they used at Sunnyside.” (Jan meant an incom- 
prehensible animal from a place called Australia across 
the Southern seas who played what they knew of the 
war-game to kill.) “They have only some Mounted In- 
fantry,”— again he used the English words. “They 
were once a Red-jacket regiment, so their scoots will 
stand up bravely to be shot at.” 

“Good — good, we will shoot them,” said a youngster 
from Stellenbosch, who had come up on free pass as 
A Capetown excursionist just before the war to a farm 
on the border, where his aunt was taking care of his 
horse and ride. 
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'*But if you shoot their scoots I will sjambok you 
myself/^ said Jan, aipid roars of laughter. “We must 
let them all come into the kopjes to look for us; and 
I pray God will not allow any of us to be tempted to 
shoot them. They will cross the ford in front of their 
camp. They will come along the road — sol” He im- 
itated with ponderous arms the Army style of riding. 
“They will trot up the road this way and that 
way” — here he snaked his hard linger in the dust — 
“between kopjes, till they come here, where they can 
see the plain and all our cattle going away. Then they 
will all come in close together. Perhaps they will even 
fix their bayonets. We shall be up here behind the 
rock — there and there.” He pointed to two flat- topped 
kopjes, one on either side of the road, some eight 
hundred yards away. “That is our place. We will go 
there before sunrise. Remember we must be careful 
to let the very last of the rooineks pass before we be- 
gin shooting. They will come along a little careful at 
first. But we do not shoot. Then they will see our 
fires and the fresh horse-dung, so they will know we 
have gone on. They will run together and talk and 
point and shout in this nice open place. Then we be- 
gin shooting them from above.” 

“Yes, uncle, but if the scoots see nothing and there 
are no shots and we let them go back quite quiet, 
they will think it was a trick. Perhaps the main body 
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may never come here at all. Even rooineks leam in 
time — and so we may lose even the scoots.’’ 

have thought of that too,” said Jan, with slow 
contempt, as the Stellenbosch boy delivered his shot. 
“If you had been my son I should have sjamboked you 
more when you were a youngster. I shall put vou and 
four or five more on the Nek [the pass], where the 
road comes from their camp into these kopjes. You go 
there before it is light. Let the scoots pass in or I will 
sjambok you myself. When the scoots come back after 
seeing nothing here, then you may shoot them, but not 
till they have passed the Nek and are on the straight 
road back to their camp again. Do you understand? 
Repeat what I have said, so that I shall know.” 

The youth obediently repeated his orders. 

“Kill their officers if you can. If not, no great 
matter, because the scoots will run to camp with the 
news that our kopjes are empty. Their heho-station 
will see your jiarty trying to hold the Nek so hard — 
and all that time they will see our dust out yonder, 
and they will think you are the rear-guard, and they 
will think we are escaping They will be angry.” 

“Yes — yes, uncle, we see,” from a dozen elderly 
voices. 

“But this calf does not. Be silent! They will 
ahoot at you, Niclaus, on the Nek, because they will 
think you are to cover our getting away. They will 
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shell the Nek. They will miss. You will then ride 
away. All the roomeks will come after you, hot and in 
a hurry — perhaps, even, with their cannon. They will 
pass our fires and our fresh horse-dung. They will 
come here as their scoots came. They will see the 
plain so full of our dust. They will say, ^The scoots 
spoke truth. It is a full retreat.' Then we up there 
on the rocks will shoot, and it will be like the fight at 
Stormberg in daytime. Do you understand noiv^” 

Those of the commando directly interested lit 
new pipes and discussed the matter in detail till mid- 
night. 

Next morning the operations began with, if one 
may borrow the language of some official despatches 
— ‘Hhe precision of w^ell-oiled machinery.” 

The helio-station reported the dust of the waggons 
and the movements of armed men in full flight across 
the plain beyond the kopjes. A Colonel, newly ap- 
pointed from England, by reason of his seniority, sent 
forth a dozen Mounted Infantry under command of a 
Captain. Till a month ago they had been drilled by 
a cavalry instructor, who taught them “shock” tactics 
to the music of trumpets. They knew how to advance 
in echelon of squadrons, by cat’s cradle of troops, in 
quarter column of stable-litter, how to trot, to gallop, 
and above all to charge. They knew how to sit their 
horses unremittingly, so that at the day’s end they 
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might boast how many hours they had been in the 
saddle without relief, and they learned to rejoice in the 
clatter and stamp of a troop moving as such, and there- 
fore audible five miles away. 

They trotted out two and two along the farm road, 
that trailed lazily through the wind-driven dust; across 
the half-dried ford to a nek between low stony hills 
leading into the debatable land. (Vrooman of Emmaus 
from his neatly bushed hole noted that one man car- 
ried a sporting Lee-Enfield rifle with a shoit fore-end. 
Vrooman of Emmaus argued that the owner of it was 
the officer to be killed on his return, and went to 
sleep.) They saw nothing except a small flock of sheep 
and a Kaffir herdsman who spoke broken English with 
curious fluency. He had heard that the Boers had 
decided to retreat on account of their sick and wounded. 
The Captain in charge of the detachment turned to 
look at the heho-station four miles away. “Hurry up,” 
said the dazzling flash. “Retreat apparently continues, 
but suggest you make sure. Quick.” 

“Ye-es,” said the Captain, a shade bitterly, as he 
wiped the sweat from a sun-skinned nose. “You want 
me to come back and report all clear. If anything hap- 
pens it will be my fault. If they get away it will be 
my fault for disregarding the signal. I love officers 
who suggest and advise, and want to make their re- 
putations in twenty minutes.” 
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" 'Don^t see much ’ere, sir,” said the sergeant, scan- 
ning the bare cup of the hollow where a dust-devil 
danced alone. 

“No? We’ll go on.” 

“If we get among these steep ’ills we lose touch of 
the ’elio.” 

“Very likely. Trot.” 

The rounded mounds grew to spiked kopjes, heart- 
breaking to climb under a hot sun at four thousand 
feet above sea level. This is where the scouts found 
their spurs peculiarly useful. 

Jan van Staden had thoughtfully allowed the in- 
vading force a front of two rifle-shots or four thousand 
yards, and they kept a thousand yards within his esti- 
mate. Ten men strung over two miles feel that they 
have explored all the round earth. 

They saw stony slopes combing over in scrub, nar- 
row valleys clothed with stone, low ridges of splintered 
stone, and tufts of brittle-stemmed bush. An irritating 
wind, split up by many rocky barriers, cuffed them over 
the ears and slapped them in the face at every turn. 
They came upon an abandoned camp fire, a little fresh 
horse-dung, and an empty ammunition-box splintered 
up for firewood, an old boot, and a stale bandage. 

A few hundred yards farther along the road a bat- 
tered Mauser had been thrown into a bush. The 
glimmer of its barrel drew the scouts from the hillside, 
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and here the road after passing between two flat-topped 
;1i:c^3es entered a valley nearly half a mile wide, rose 
slightly, and over the nek of a ridge gave dear view 
across the windy plain northward. 

** They’re on the dead run, for sure,” said a trooper. 
“Here’s their fires and their litter and their guns, and 
that’s where they’re bolting to.” He pointed over the 
ridge to the bellying dust doud a mile long. A vulture 
high overhead flickered down, steadied herself, and hung 
motionless. 

*‘See!” said Jan van Staden from the rocks above the 
road, to his waiting commando.^ “It turns like a well- 
oiled wheel. They look where they need not look, but 
here, where they should look on bofii sides, they look 
at our retreat — straight before them. It is tempting 
our people too much. I pray God no one will shoot 
them.” 

“That’s about the size of it,” said the Captain, rub- 
ting the dust from his binoculars. “Boers on the run. 
I expect they find their main line of retreat to the north 
is threatened. We’ll get back and tell the camp.” He 
lyheeled his pony and his eye traversed the flat-topped 
kopje commanding the road. The stones at its edge 
seemed to be piled with less than Nature’s careless- 
ness. 

“That ’ud be a dashed ugly place if it were occupied 
— ^and that other one, too. Those rocks aren’t five 
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hundred yards from the road, either of 'em. Hold on, 
sergeant, Til light a pipe.” He bent over the bowl, and 
above his lighted match squinted at the kopje. A 
stone, a small roundish brown boulder on the lip of 
another one, seemed to move very slightly. The short 
hairs of his neck grated his collar. ‘T'll have another 
squint at their retreat,” he cried to the sergeant, 
astonished at the steadiness of his own voice. He 
swept the plain, and, wheeling, let the glass rest for a 
moment on the kopje’s top. One cranny between the 
rocks was pinkish, where blue sky should have shown. 
His men, dotted down the valley, sat heavily on their 
horses — it never occurred to them to dismount. He 
could hear the squeak of the leathers as a man shifted. 
An impatient gust blew through the valley and rattled 
the bushes. On all sides the expectant hills stood still 
under the pale blue. 

*‘And we passed within a quarter of a mile of 'em! 
We’re done’” The thumping heart slowed down, and 
the Captain began to think clearly — so clearly that the 
thoughts seemed solid things. “It’s Pretoria gaol for 
us all. Perhaps that man’s only a look-out, though. 
We’ll have to bolt! And I led ’em into it! . . . You 
fool,” said his other self, above the beat of the blood 
in his eardrums. “If they could snipe you all from up 
there, why haven’t they begun already? Because 
you’re the bait for the rest of the attack. They don’t 
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want you now. You’re to go back and bring up the 
others to be killed. Go back! Don’t detach a man or 
they’ll suspect. Go back all together. Tell the sergeant 
you’re going. Some of them up there will understand 
English. Tell it aloud! Then back you go with the 
*ews — the real news.” 

“The country’s all clear, sergeant,” he shouted. 
“We’ll go back and tell the Colonel.” With an idiotic 
giggle he added, “It’s a good road for guns, don’t you 
think?” 

“Hear you that?” said Jan van Staden, gripping a 
burgher’s arm. “God is on our side to-day. They will 
bring their little cannons after all’” 

“Go easy. No good bucketing the horses to pieces. 
We’ll need ’em for the pursuit later,” said the Cap- 
tain- “Hullo, there’s a vulture! How far would you 
make him?” 

“Can’t tell, sir, in this dry air.” 

The bird swooped towards the second flat-topped 
kopje, but suddenly shivered sideways, and wheeled off 
again, followed intently by the Captain’s glance. 

“And that kopje’s simply full of ’em, too,” he said, 
flushing. “Perfectly confident they are, that we’d take 
this road — and then they’ll scupper the whole boiling 
of us! They’ll let us through to fetch up the others. 
But I mustn’t let ’em know we know. By Jove, they do 
not think much of us! ’Don’t blame ’em.” 
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The cunning of the trap did not impress him until! ' 
later. 

Down the track jolted a dozen well-equipped men, 
laughing and talking — a mark to make a pious 
burgher’s mouth water. Thrice had their Captain ex- 
plicitly said that they were to march easy, so a trooper 
began to hum a tune that he had picked up in Cape** * 
town streets: 

Vat ]ou goet en trek, Ferriera, 

Vat jou goet en trek ; 

Jannie met de hoepel bein, Ferriera, 

Jannie met de hoepel bein! 

Then with a whistle: 

Zwaar draa — alle en de em kant — 

The Captain, thinking furiously, found his mind 
turn to a camp in the Karroo, months before; an engine 
that had halted in that waste, and a woman with 
brown hair, early grizzled — an extraordinary woman. 

. . . Yes, but as soon as they had dropped the flat- 
topped kopje behind its neighbour he must hurry back 
and report. ... A woman with grey eyes and black 
eyelashes. . . . The Boers would probably be massed 
on those two kopjes. How soon dare he break into a 
canter? ... A woman with a queer cadence in her 
speech. ... It was not more than five miles home by 
the straight road — 
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^^Even when we were children we learned not to go 
back by the way we had comej^ 

The sentence came back to him, self-shouted, so 
clearly that he almost turned to see if the scouts had 
heard. The two flat-topped kopjes behind him were 
covered by a long ridge. The camp lay due south. 
He had only to follow the road to the Nek — a notch, 
unscouted as he recalled now, between the two hills. 

He wheeled his men up a long valley. 

“Excuse me, sir, that ain’t our road!” said the 
sergeant. “Once we get over this rise, straight on, we 
come into direct touch with the ’elio, on that flat bit o* 
road there they ’elioed us goin’ out.” 

“But we aren’t going to get in touch with them just 
now. Come along, and come quick.” 

“What’s the meaning of this?” said a private in the 
rear. “What’s ’e doin’ this detour for? We sha’n’t get 
in for hours an’ hours.” 

“Come on, men. Flog a canter out of your brutes, 
somehow,” the Captain called back. 

For two throat-parched hours he held west by south, 
away from the Nek, puzzling over a compass already 
demented by the ironstone in the hills, and then turned 
south-east through an eruption of low hills that ran far 
into the re-entering bend of the river that circled the 
left bank of the camp. 

Eight miles to eastward that student from Stellen- 
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bosch had wriggled out on the rocks above the Nek 
to have a word with Vrooman of Emmaus. The bottom 
seemed to have dropped out of at least one portion of 
their programme; for the scouting party were not to be 
seen. 

<*Jan is a clever man,” he said to his companion, 
‘^but he does not think that even rooineks may learn. 
Perhaps those scouts will have seen Jan’s commando, 
and perhaps they will come back to warn the rooineks. 
That is why I think he should have shot them before 
they came to the Nek, and made quite sure that only 
one or two got away. It would have made the English 
angry, and they would have come out across the open 
in hundreds to be shot. Then when we ran away they 
would have come after us without thinking. If you can 
make the English hurry, they never think. Jan is wrong 
this time.” 

‘‘Lie down, and pray you have not shown yourself 
to their heho-station,” growled Vrooman of Emmaus. 
“You throw with your arms and kick with your legs 
like a rooinek. When we get back I will tell Jan and 
he will sjambok you. All will yet come right. They 
will go and warn the rest, and the rest will hurry out 
by this very nek. Then we can shoot. Now you lie 
still and wait.” 

“’Ere’s a rummy picnic. We left camp, as it were, 
by the front door. ’E 'as given us a giddy-go-round, 
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an* no mistake,” said a dripping private as he dis- 
mounted behind the infantry lines. 

<‘Did you see our helio?” This was the Colonel, 
hot from racing down from the lielio-station. “There 
were a lot of Boers waiting for you on the Nek. We 
saw *em. We tried to get at you with the helio, and 
tell you we were coming out to help you. Then we 
saw you didn’t come over that flat bit of road where 
we had signalled you going out, and we wondered why. 
We didn’t hear any shots.” 

“I turned off, sir, and came in by another road,” 
said the Captain. 

“By another road'” The Colonel lifted his eyebrows. 

Perhaps you’re not aware, sir, that the Boers have 
been in full retreat for the last three hours, and that 
those men on the Nek were simply a rear-guard put 
out to delay us for a little. We could see that much 
from here. Your duty, sir, was to have taken them in 
the rear, and then we could have brushed them aside. 
The Boer retreat has been going on all morning, sir — 
all morning. You weie despatched to see the front 
clear and to return at once. The whole camp has 
been under arms for three hours; and instead of 
doing your work you wander all about Africa with 
your scouts to avoid a handful of skulking Boers' You 
should have sent a man back at once — you should 
have ” 
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The Captain got off his horse stiffly. 

**As a matter of fact,” said he, “I didn’t know for 
sure that there were any Boers on the Nek, but I went 
round it in case it was so. But I do know that the 
kopjes beyond the Nek are simply crawling with 
Boers.” 

Nonsense. We can see the whole lot of *em 
retreating out yonder.” 

“Of course you can. That’s part of their game, 
sir. I saw ’em lying on the top of a couple of kopjes 
commanding the road, where it goes into the plain on 
the far side. They let us come m to see, and they let 
us go out to report the country clear and bring you 
up. Now they are waiting for you. The whole thing is 
a trap.” 

“D’you expect any officer of my experience to 
believe that?” 

“As you please, sir,” said the Captain hopelessly. 
“My responsibility ends with my report.” 



AN UNQUALIFIED PILOT 

This tale is founded on something that happened a good 
many years ago in the Port of Calcutta^ before wireless tele^ 
graphy was used on ships^ and men and boys were less easy 
to catch when once they were in a ship. It is not meant to 
show that anybody who thinks he would like to become 
eminent in his business can do so at a moment* s notice; but 
it proves the old saying that if you want anything badly 
enough and are willing to pay the price for it, you generally 
get it. If you don*t get what you want it is a sign either 
that you did not seriously want it, or that you tried to bar^ 
ga^in over the price. 

Almost any pilot will tell you that his work is 
much more difficult than you imagine; but the Pilots 
of the Hugh know that they have one hundred miles 
of the most dangerous river on earth running through 
their hands— the Hugli between Calcutta and the Bay 
of Bengal — and they say nothing. Their s^vice is 
picked and sifted as carefully as the bench of the 
Supreme Court, for a judge can only hang the wrong 
man, or pass a bad law; but a careless pilot can lose a 
ten-thousand-ton ship with crew and cargo in less time 
than it takes to reverse her engines. 

There is very little chance of anything getting off 
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again when once she touches in the furious Hugh 
current, loaded with all the fat ^It of the fields of 
Bengal, where the soundings change two feet between 
tides, and new channels make and unmake themselves 
in one rainy season. Men have fought the Hugh for 
two hundred years, till now the river owns a huge 
building, with drawing, survey, and telegraph depart- 
ments, devoted to its private service, as well as a 
body of wardens, who are called the Port Commis- 
sioners. 

They and their officers govern eveiy thing that floats 
from the Hugh Bridge to the last buoy at Pilots Ridge, 
one hundred and forty miles away, far out in the Bay 
of Bengal, where the steamers first pick up the pilots 
from the pilot brig. 

A Hugh pilot does not kindly bring papers aboard 
for the passengers, or scramble up the ship’s side by 
wet, swaying rope-ladders. He arrives m his best 
clothes, with a native servant or an assistant pilot to 
wait on him, and he behaves as a man should who 
can earn two or three thousand pounds a year after 
twenty years’ apprenticeship. He has beautiful rooms 
in the Port Office at Calcutta, and generally keeps him- 
self to the society of his own profession, for though the 
telegraph reports the more important soundings of the 
river daily, there is much to be learned from brother 
pilots between each trip. 
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Some million tons of shipping must find their way 
to and from Calcutta each twelvemonth, and unless 
the Hugh were watched as closely as his keeper w^atches 
an elephant, there is a fear that it might silt up, as it 
has silted up round the old Dutch and Portuguese ports 
twenty and thirty miles behind Calcutta. 

So the Port Office sounds and scours and dredges 
the river, and builds spurs and devices for coaxing 
currents, and labels all the buoys with their proper 
letters, and attends to the semaphores and the lights 
and the drum, ball and cone storm signals; and the 
pilots of the Hugh do the rest; but, in spite of all 
care and the very best attention, the Hugh swallows 
her ship or two every year. Even the coming of wire- 
less telegraphy does not spoil her appetite. 

When Martin Trevor had waited on the river from 
his boyhood; when he had risen to be a Senior Pilot, 
entitled to bring up to Calcutta the very biggest ships; 
when he had thought and talked of nothing but Hugh 
pilotage all his life to nobody except Hugh pilots, he was 
exceedingly surprised and indignant that his only son 
should decide to follow his father’s profession. Mrs. Trevor 
had died when the boy was a child, and as he grew 
older, Trevor, m the intervals of his business, noticed 
that the lad was very often by the river-side — no place, 
he said, for a nice boy. But, as he was not often at 
home, and as the aunt who looked after Jim naturally 
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could not follow him to his chosen haunts, and as Jinoi 
had not the faintest intention of giving up old friends 
there, nothing but ineffectual growls came of the remark. 
Later, when Trevor once asked him if he could make 
anything out of the shipping on the water, Jim replied 
by reeling off the list of all the house-flags in sight at 
the moorings, together with supplementary information 
about their tonnage and captains. 

“You’ll come to a bad end, Jim,” said Trevor. 
“Boys of your age haven’t any business to waste their 
time on these things.” 

“Oh, Pedro at the Sailors’ Home says you can’t 
begin too early.” 

“At what, please?” 

“Piloting. I’m nearly fourteen now, and — and I 
know where most of the shipping in the river is, and 
I know what there was yesterday over the Mayapur 
Bax, and I’ve been down to Diamond Harbour — oh, a 
hundred times already, and I’ve ” 

“You’ll go to school, son, and learn what they 
teach you, and you’ll turn out something better than 
a pilot,” said his father, who wanted Jim to enter the 
Subordinate Civil Service, but he might just as well 
have told a shovel-nosed porpoise of the river to come 
ashore and begin life as a hen. Jim held his tongue; 
he noticed that all the best pilots in the Port Office 
did that; and devoted his young attention and all his 
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spare time to the River he loved. He had seen the 
nice young gentlemen in the Subordinate Civil Ser- 
'vice, and he called them a rude native name for 
clerks.” 

He became as well known as the Bankshall itself; 
and the Port Police let him inspect their launches, and 
the tug>boat captains had always a place for him at 
their tables, and the mates of the big steam dredgers 
used to show him how the machinery worked, and 
there were certain native row-boats which Jim practi- 
cally owned; and he extended his patronage to the 
railway that runs to Diamond Harbour, forty miles 
down the river. In the old days nearly all the East 
India Company's ships used to discharge at Diamond 
Harbour, on account of the shoals above, but now ships 
[go straight up to Calcutta, and they have only some 
pioorings for vessels in distress there, and a telegraph 
[service, and a harbour-master, who was one of Jim's 
knost intimate friends. 

I He would sit in the Office listening to the sound- 
^ings of the shoals as they were reported every day, and 
'attending to the movements of the steamers up and 
down (Jim always felt he had lost something irretriev- 
able if a boat got in or out of the river without his 
knowing of it), and when the big liners with their rows 
of blazing portholes tied up in Diamond Harbour for 
the night, Jim would row from one ship to the other 
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through the sticky hot air and the buzzing mosquitoes 
and listen respectfully as the pilots conferred together 
about the habits of steamers. 

Once, for a treat, his father took him down clear 
out to the Sandheads and the pilot brig there, and Jim 
was happily sea-sick as she tossed and pitched in the 
Bay. The cream of life, though, was coming up in a 
tug or a police boat from Diamond Harbour to Calcutta, 
over the “James and Mary,*’ those terrible sands christ- 
ened after a royal ship that they sunk two hundred 
years before. They are made by two rivers that enter 
the Hugh six miles apart and throw their own silt 
across the silt of the main stream, so that with each 
turn of the weather and tide the sands shift and change 
under water like clouds in the sky. It was here (the 
tales sound much worse when they are told in the rush 
and growl of the muddy waters) that the Countess of 
Stirhng, fifteen hundred tons, touched and capsised in 
ten minutes, and a two-thousand-ton steamer in two, 
and a pilgrim ship in five, and another steamer literally 
in one instant, holding down her men with the masts 
and shrouds as she lashed over. When a ship touches 
on the “James and Mary,” the river knocks her down 
and buries her, and the sands quiver all aroundH<^her 
and reach out under Water and take new shapes over 
the corpse. 

Young Jim would lie up m the bows of the tug 



AK unqxtalifiej:) 1?*IL0T 65 

and watch the straining buoys kick and choke in the 
coffee-coloured current, while the semaphores and flags 
signalled from the bank how much water there was in 
the channel, till he learned that men who deal with 
men can afford to be careless, on the chance of their 
fellows being like them; but men who deal with things 
dare not relax for an instant. “And that’s the very 
reason,” old McEwan said to him once, “that the 
'James and Mary’ is the safest part of the river,” 
and he shoved the big black Bandoorah, that draws 
twenty-five feet, through the Eastern Gat, with a turban 
of white foam wrapped round her forefoot and her 
screw beating as steadily as his own heart 

If Jim could not get away to the river there was 
always the big, cool Port Office, where the soundings 
were worked out and the maps drawn; or the Pilots’ 
room, where he could lie in a long chair and listen 
quietly to the talk about the Hugli; and there was the 
library, where if you had money you could buy charts 
and books of directions against the time that you 
would actually have to steam over the places themselves. 
It was exceedingly hard for Jim to hold the list of 
Jewish Kings in his head, and he was more than un- 
certain as to the end of the verb audio if you followed 
it far enough down the page, but he could keep the 
soundings of three channels distinct in his head, and, 
what is more confusing, the changes in the buoys from 
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“Garden Reach” down to Saugor, as well as the greater, 
part of the Calcutta Telegraph, the only paper he ever 
read. 

Unluckily, you cannot peruse about the Hugh 
without money, even though you are the son of the 
best-known pilot on the river, and as soon as Trevor 
understood how his son was spending his time, he cut 
down his pocket money, of which Jim had a very 
generous allowance. In his extremity he took counsel 
with Pedro, the plum-coloured mulatto at the Sailors’ 
Home, and Pedro was a bad, designing man. He in- 
troduced Jim to a Chinaman in Muchuatollah, an un- 
pleasing place in itself, and the Chinaman, who answered 
to the name of Erh-Tze, when he was not smokihg 
opium, talked business in pigeon-English to Jim for an 
hour. P>ery bit of that business from first to last was 
flying in the face of every law on the river, but it 
interested Jim. 

“S’pose you takee. Can do?” Erh-Tze said 
at last. 

Jim considered his chances. A junk, he knew, 
would draw about eleven feet and the regular fee for 
a qualified pilot, outward to the Sandheads, would be 
two hundred rupees. On the one hand he was not 
qualified, so he dared not ask more than half. Bui, 
on the other hand, he was fully certain of the thrashing 
of his life from his father for piloting without licence, 
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let alone what the Port Authorities might do to him. 
, So he asked one hundred and seventy-five rupees, and 
Erh-Tze beat him down to a hundred and twenty. 
TJfcje cargo of his junk was worth anything from seventy 
to a hundred and fifty thousand rupees, some of which 
he was getting as enormous freight on the coffins of 
thirty or forty dead Chinamen, whom he was taking to 
be buried in their native country. 

Rich Chinamen will pay fancy prices for this service, 
and they have a superstition that the iron of steamships 
is bad for the spiritual health of their dead. Erh-Tze’s 
junk had crept up from Singapore, vta Penang and 
Rangoon, to Calcutta, where Erh-Tze had been stag- 
gered by the Pilot dues. This time he was going out 
at a reduction with Jim, who, as Pedro kept telling 
him, was just as good as a pilot, and a heap cheaper. 

Jim knew something of the manners of junks, but 
he was not prepared, when he went down that night 
with his charts, for the confusion of cargo and coolies 
and coffins and clay- cooking places, and other things 
that littered her decks. He had sense enough to haul 
the rudder up a few feet, for he knew that a junk's 
rudder goes far below the bottom, and he allowed a 
foot extra to Erh-Tze's estimate of the junk’s depth. 
Then they staggered out into midstream very early, 
and never had the city of his birth looked so beautiful 
as when he feared he would not come back to see it. 

5 * 
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Going down “Garden Reach” he discovered that the 
junk would answer to her helm if you put it over far 
enough, and that she had a fair, though Chinese, notion 
of sailing. He took charge of the tiller by stationing 
three Chinese on each side of it, and standing a little 
forward, gathered their pigtails into his hands, three 
right and three left, as though they had been the yoke 
lines of a row-boat. Erh-Tze almost smiled at this; he 
felt he was getting good care for his money and took 
a neat little polished bamboo to keep the men attentive, 
for he said this was no time to teach the crew pigeon- 
English. The more way they could get on the junk 
the better would she steer, and as soon as he felt a 
little confidence in her, Jim ordered the stiff, rustling 
sails to be hauled up tighter and tighter. He did not 
know their names — at least any name that would be 
likely to interest a Chinaman — but Erh-Tze had not 
banged about the waters of the Malay Archipelago 
all his life for nothing. He rolled forward with his 
bamboo, and the things rose like Eastern incanta- 
tions. 

Early as they were on the river, a big American 
oil (but they called it kerosene in those days) ship 
was ahead of them in tow, and when Jim saw her 
through the lifted mist he was thankful. She would 
draw all of seventeen feet, and if he could steer by 
her they would be safe. It is easier to scurry up and 
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down the “James and Mary” in a police-boat that 
some one else is handling than to cram a hard-mouthed 
old junk across the same sands alone, with the certainty 
of a thrashing if you come out alive. 

Jim glued his eyes to the American, and saw that 
at Fultah she dropped her tug and stood down the 
river under sail. He all but whooped aloud, for he 
knew that the number of pilots >vho preferred to work 
a ship through the “James and Mary” was strictly 
limited. “If it isn’t Father, it’s Dearsley,” said Jim, 
“and Dearsley went down yesterday with the Ba^icooja, 
so it’s Father. If I’d gone home last night instead of 
going to Pedro, I’d have met him. He must have got 
his ship quick, but — Father is a very quick man.” 
Then Jim reflected that they kept a piece of knotted 
rope on the pilot brig that stung like a wasp, but this 
thought he dismissed as beneath the dignity of an 
officiating pilot, who needed only to nod his head to 
set Erh-Tze’s bamboo to work. 

As the American came round, just before the 
Fultah Sands, Jim raked her with his spy-glass, and 
saw his father on the poop, an unlighted cigar be- 
tween his teeth. That cigar, Jim knew, would be 
smoked on the other side of the “James and Mary,” 
and Jim felt so entirely safe and happy that he lit a 
cigar on his own account. This kind of piloting was 
child’s play. His father could not make a mistake if 



he tried; and Jim, with his six obedient pigtails in his 
two hands, had leisure to admire the perfect style in 
which the American was handled — how she would 
point her bowsprit jeeringly at a hidden bank, as much 
as to say, "Not to-day, thank you, dear,” and bow 
down lovingly to a buoy as much as to say, a 

gentleman, at any rate,” and come round sharp on her 
heel with a flutter and a rustle, and a slow, steady swing 
something like a well-dressed woman staring all round 
the theatre through opera-glasses. 

It was hard work to keep the junk near her, 
though Erh-Tze set everything that was by any means 
settable, and used his bamboo most generously. When 
they were nearly under her counter, and a little to her 
left, Jim, hidden behind a sail, would feel warm and 
happy all over, thinking of the thousand nautical and 
piloting things that he knew. When they fell more 
than half a mile behind, he was cold and miserable, 
thinking of all the million things he did not know or 
was not quite sure of. And so they went down, 
Jim steering by his father, turn for turn, over the 
Mayapur Bar, with the semaphores on each bank duly 
signalling the depth of water, through the Western Gat, 
and round Makoaputti Lumps, and in and out of 
twenty places, each more exciting than the last, and 
Jim nearly pulled the six pigtails out for pure joy 
when the last of the "James and Mary” had gone 
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astern, and they were walking through Diamond 
Harbour. 

From there to the mouth of the Hugli things are 
not so bad — at least, that was what Jim thought, and 
held on till the swell from the Bay of Bengal made 
the old junk heave and snort, and the river broadened 
into the inland sea, with islands only a foot or two 
high scattered about it. The American walked away 
from the junk as soon as they were beyond Kedgeree, 
and the night came on and the river looked very 
big and desolate, so Jim promptly anchored some- 
where in grey water, with the Saugor Light away 
off toward the east. He had a great respect for the 
Hugli to the last yard of her, and had no desire 
whatever to find himself on the Gasper Sand or any 
other little shoal. Erh-Tze and the crew highly ap- 
proved of this piece of seamanship. They set no watch, 
lit no lights, and at once went to sleep. 

Jim lay down between a red-and-black lacquer 
coffin and a little live pig in a basket. A soon as it 
was light he began studying his chart of the Hugli 
mouth, ana trying to find out where in the river he 
might be. He decided to be on the safe side and wait 
for another sailing-ship and follow her out. So he made 
an enormous breakfast of rice and boiled fish, while 
Erh-Tze lit fire-crackers and burned gilt paper to the 
Joss who had saved them so far. Then they heaved 
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up their rough-and-tumble anchor, and made after a 
big, fat, iron four-masted sailing-ship, heavy as a hay- 
wain. 

The junk, which was really a very weatherly boat, 
and might have begun life as a private pirate in 
Aiinam forty years before, followed under easy sail; 
for the four-master would run no risks. She was in old 
McEwan’s hands, and she waddled about like a broody 
hen, giving each shoal wide allowances. All this hap- 
pened near the outer Floating Light, some hundred 
and twenty miles from Calcutta, and apparently in the 
open sea. 

Jim knew old McEwan’s appetite, and often heard 
him pride himself on getting his ship to tlie pilot brig 
close upon meal hours, so he argued that if the pilot 
brig was get-at-able (and Jim himself had not the ghost 
of a notion where she would lie), McEwan would find 
her before one o’clock. 

It was a blazing hot day, and McEwan fidgeted 
the four-master down to “Pilots Ridge” with what 
little wind remained, and sure enough there lay the 
pilot brig, and Jim felt shivers up his back as Erh- 
Tze paid him his hundred and twenty rupees and he 
went overside in the junk’s one crazy dinghy. McEwan 
was leaving the four-master in a long, slashing whale- 
boat that looked very spruce and pretty, and Jim 
could see that there was a certain amount of ex- 
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citement among the pilots on the brig. There was his 
father too. The ragged Chinese boatmen gave way 
in a most ragged fashion, and Jim felt very un\^ ashen 
and disreputable when he heard the click of McEwan’s 
oars alongside, and McEwan saying, “James Trevor, Til 
trouble you to lay alongside me.’' 

Jim obeyed, and from the corner of one eye watched 
McEwan’s angry whiskers stand up all round his face, 
which turned purple. 

“An* how is it you break the regulations o* the 
Porrt o’ Calcutta? Are ye aware o’ the penalties and 
impreesonments ye’ve laid yourself open to?” McEwan 
began. 

Jim said nothing. There was not very much to say 
just then; and McEwan roared aloud: “Man, ye’ve 
perrsonated a Hugh pilot, an* that’s as much as to say 
ye’ve perrsonated ME^ What did yon heathen give ye 
for honorarium?” 

“’Hundred and twenty,” said Jim. 

“An’ by what manner o’ means did ye get through 
the * James and Mary’?” 

“Father,” was the answer. “He went down the 
same tide and I — we — steered by him.” 

McEwan whistled and choked, perhaps it was with 
anger. “Ye’ve made a stalkin’-horse o* your father, 
then? Jim, laddie, he’ll make an example o’ you.” 

The boat hooked on to the brig’s chains, and 
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McEwan said, as he set foot on deck before Jim could 
speak, “Yon’s an enterprising cub o’ yours, Trevor. 
Ye’d better enter him in the regular business, or one o’ 
these fine days he’ll be acting as pilot before he’s 
qualified, and sinkin’ junks in the fairway. He fetched 
yon junk down last night. If ye’ve no other designs Pm 
thinkin’ I’ll take him as my cub, for there’s no denying 
he’s a resourceful lad — for all he’s an unlicked whelp.” 

“That,” said Trevor, reaching for Jim’s left ear, “is 
something we can remedy,” and he led him below. 

The little knotted rope that they keep for general 
purposes on the pilot brig did its duty, but when it was 
all over Jim was unlicked no longer. He was McEwan’s 
property to be registered under the laws of the Port of 
Calcutta, and a week later, when the JS/iora came along, 
he bundled over the pilot brig’s side with McEwan’s 
enamelled leather hand-bag and a roll of charts and a 
little bag of his own, and he dropped into the stem- 
sheets of the pilot gig with a very creditable imitation 
of McEwan’s slow, swaying sit-down and hump of the 
shoulders. 



THE JUNK AND DHOW 

Once a pair of savages found a stranded tree. 

{pne-piecee stick-pidgin — two-piecee man. 

Straddle-um — paddle-um — push-um off to sea. 

That way Foleign Devil^boat began. 

But before, and before, and ever so long before 
Any shape of .sailing-craft was known, 

The Junk and Dhow had a stern and a bow, 

And a mast and a sail of their own — alone, alone 1 
As they crashed across the Oceans on their own! 

Once there was a pirate-ship, being blown ashore — 
(Plitty soon pilum up, s'posee no can tack. 

Seven-piccee stlong man pullum sta*boa*d oar. 

That way bling her head alound and satl-o back.) 

But before, and before, and ever so long before 
Grand Commander Noah took the wheel, 

The Junk and the Dhow, though they look like anyhow, 
Had rudders reaching deep below their keel — akeel 
— akeel I 

As they laid the Eastern Seas beneath their keel! 

* Remember, the Chinaman generally says ”1” for **r.” 
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Once there was a galliot yawing in a tide. 

(Too much fooke stde-shp How ca7i stop ^ 

Mail ca tehee tea-box ltd — lasha longastde. 

That way make her plenty ghp and sail /hst-chop) 
But before, and before, and ever so long before 
Any such contrivances were used, 

The whole Confucian sea-board had standardised the 
lee-board, 

And hauled it up or dropped it as they choosed — or 
chose — or choosed! 

According to the weather, when they cruised! 

Once there was a caravel in a beam-sea roll — 

(Cargo shift ec — alia dhftee — no (an hvee long. 
S^posum* nail-o boa*d acloss — makee ploper hoi' ? 

That way, cat go sittum still, an' ship rno* stlong^ 

But before, and before, and ever so long before 
Any square-rigged vessel hove in sight 
The Canton deep-sea craft carried bulkheads fore and aft, 
And took good care to keep 'em water-tight — atite — 
atite! 

From Amboyna to the Great Australian Bight! 

Once there was a sailor-man singing just this way — 
(Too muchee yowl-o, sickum best fiend! 

Singee all-same pullee lope — haul and belay, 
llully up and coilum down an' — bite off end!) 
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But before, and before, and ever so long before 
Any sort of chanty crossed our lips. 

The Junk and the Dhow, though they look like anyhow, 
Were the Mother and the Father of all Ships — ahoy! 
— aships! 

And of half the new inventions in our Ships! 

From Tarifa to Formosa of our Ships' 

From Socotra to Selaw^hor of the windlass and 
the anchor, 

And the Navigators’ Compass on our Ships — ahoy! 
— our Ships! 

{0, hully up and cotlutn down and biic ojj end') 
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His Scoutmaster and his comrades, who disagreed 
on several points, were united in one conviction — that 
William Glasse Sawyer was, without exception, the most 
unprofitable person, not merely in the Pelican Troop, 
who lived in the wilderness of the 47 th Postal District, 
London, S,E.,. but in the whole body of Boy Scouts 
throughout the world. 

No one, except a ferocious uncle who was also a 
French-polisher, seemed responsible for his beginnings. 
There was a legend that he had been entered as a 
Wolf-Cub at the age of eight, under Miss Doughty, 
whom the uncle had either bribed or terrorised to ac- 
cept him; and that after six months Miss Doughty con- 
fessed that she could make nothing of him and retired 
to teach school in the Yorkshire moors. There is also 
a red-headed ex-cub of that troop (he is now in a 
shipping-office) who asserts proudly that he used to 
bite William Glasse Sawyer on the leg in the hope of 
waking him up, and takes most of the credit for 
William’s present success. But when William moved 
into the larger life of the Pelicans, who were gay birds, 



he was not what you might call alert. In shape he resembled 
the ace of diamonds; in colour he was an oily sallow. 

He could accomplish nothing that required one 
glimmer of reason, thought or commonsense. He 
cleaned himself only under bitter compulsion; he lost 
his bearings equally in town or country after a five- 
minutes* stroll. He could track nothing smaller than a 
tram-car on a single line, and that only if there were 
no traffic. He could neither hammer a nail, carry an 
order, tie a knot, light a fire, notice any natural object, 
except food, or use any edged tool except a table- 
knife. To crown all, his innumerable errors and omis- 
sions were not even funny. 

But it is an old law of human nature that if you 
hold to one known course of conduct — good or evil — 
you end by becoming an institution; and when he was 
fifteen or thereabouts William achieved that position. 
The Pelicans gradually took pride in the notorious fact 
that they possessed the only Sealed Pattern, Mark A, 
Ass — a unique jewel, so to speak, of Absolute, Unalter- 
able Incapacity. The poet of a neighbouring troop 
used to write verses about him, and recite them from 
public places, such as the tops of passing trams. William 
made no comment, but wrapped himself up in long 
silences that he seldom broke till the juniors of the 
Troop (the elders had given it up long before) tried to 
do him good turns with their scout-staves. 
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Jn private life he assisted his unde at the mystery 
of French-polishing, which, he said, was “boiling up 
things in pots and rubbing down bits of wood.” The 
boiling-up, he said, he did not mind so much. The 
rubbing down he hated. Once, too, he volunteered that 
his uncle and only relative had been in the Navy, and 
“did not like to be played with”; and the vision of 
William playing with any human being upset even his 
Scoutmaster. 

Now it happened, upon a certain summer that was 
really a summer with heat to it, the Pelicans had been 
lent a dream of a summer camp in a dream of a park, 
which offered opportunities for every form of diversion, 
including bridging muddy-banked streams, and unlimited 
cutting into young alders and undergrowth at large. 
A convenient village lay just outside the Park wall, and 
the ferny slopes round the camp were nch in rabbits, 
not to mention hedgehogs and other fascinating vermin. 
It was reached — Mr. Hale their Scoutmaster saw to 
that — after two days’ haid labour, with the Troop push- 
cart, along sunny roads. 

William’s share in the affair was — what it had 
always been. First he lost most of his kit; next his 
uncle talked to him after the fashion of the Navy of ’96 
before refitting him; thirdly he went lame behind the 
push-cart by reason of a stone in his shoe, and on 
arrival in camp dropped — not for the first, second or 
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third time — into his unhonoured office as Camp Orderly, 
and was placed at the disposal of The Prawn, whose 
light blue eyes stuck out from his freckled face, and 
whose long narrow chest was covered with badges. 
From that point on, the procedure was as usual. Once 
again did The Prawn assure his Scoutmaster that he 
would take enormous care of William and give him 
work suited to his capacity and intelligence. Once 
again did William grunt and wriggle at the news, and 
once again in the silence of the deserted camp next 
morning, while the rest of the Pelicans were joyously 
mucking themselves up to their young bills at bridging 
brooks, did he bow his neck to The Prawn’s many 
orders. For The Prawn was a born organiser. He set 
William to unpack the push-cart and then to neatly 
and exactly replace all parcels, bags, tins, and boxes. 
He despatched him thrice in the forenoon acioss the 
hot Park to fetch water from a distant well equipped 
with a stiff-necked windlass and a split handle that 
pinched William’s fat palms. He bade him collect 
sticks, thorny for choice, out of the flanks of a hedge 
full of ripe nettles against which Scout uniforms offer 
small protection. He then made him lay them in the 
camp cooking-place, carefully rejecting the green ones, 
for most sticks were alike to William; and when every- 
thing else failed, he set him to pick up stray papers 
and rubbish the length and breadth of the camp. All 
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that while, he not only chased him with comments but 
expected that William would show gratitude to him for 
forming his young mind. 

‘‘Tisn’t every one 'ud take this amount o’ trouble 
with you, Mug,” said The Prawn virtuously, when even 
his energetic soul could make no further work for his 
vassal. <‘Now you open that bully-beef tin and we’ll 
have something to eat, and then you’re off duty — for a 
bit. I shall try my hand at a little camp- cooking.” 

William found the tin — at the very bottom, of 
course, of the push-cart; cut himself generously over 
the knuckles in opening it (till The Prawn showed him 
how this should be done), and m due course, being 
full of bread and bully, withdrew towards a grateful 
clump of high fern that he had had his eye on for 
some time, wriggled deep into it, and on a little rabbit- 
brow^sed clearing of turf, stretched out and slept the 
sleep of the weary who have been up and under strict 
orders since six a.m. Till that hour of that day, be it 
remembered, William had given no proof either of 
intelligence or initiative m any direction. 

He waked, slowly as was his habit, and noticed that 
the shadows were stretching a little, even as he stretched 
himself. Then he heard The Prawn clanking pot-lids, 
between soft bursts of song. William sniffed. The 
Prawn w^as cooking — was probably qualifying for some- 
thing or other; The Prawn did nothmg but qualify for 
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badges. On reflection William discovered that he loved 
The Prawn even less this camp than the last, or the 
one before that. Then he heard the voice of a stranger. 

“Yes/^ was The Prawn’s reply. “T’m in charge of 
the camp. Would you like to look at it, sir?” 

^Seen ’em — seen heaps of ’em,” said the unknown. 
"My son was in ’em once — Buffaloes, out Hendon-way. 
What dJQ you?'* 

"Well, just now Pm a sort of temporary Cook,” 
said The Prawn, whose manners were far better than 
William’s. 

"Temp’ry! Temp’ry’” the stranger puffed. "Can’t 
be a temp’ry cook any more’n you can be a temp’ry 
Parson. Not so much. Cookin’s cookin’! Let’s see 
your notions of cookin’.” 

William had never heard any one address The 
Prawn in these tones, and somehow it cheered him. 
In the silence that followed he turned on his face and 
wriggled unostentatiously through the fern, as a Scout 
should, till he could see that bold man without attracting 
The Prawn’s notice. And this, too, was the first time 
that William had ever profited by the instruction of his 
Scoutmaster or the example of his comrades. 

Heavenly sights rewarded him. The Prawn, visibly 
ill at ease, was shifting from one sinewy leg to the 
Other, while an enormously fat little man with a pointed 
grey beard and arms like the fins of a fish investigated 

6 * 
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a couple of pots that hung on properly crutched sticks 
over the small fire that William had lighted in the 
cooking-place. He did not seem to approve of what he 
saw or smelt. And yet it was the impeccable Prawn^s 
own cookery’ 

‘<Lor!’* said he at last after more sniffs of con- 
tempt, as he replaced the lid. *^If you hot up things 
in tins, that ain’t cookery. That’s vittles — mere vittles! 
And the way you’ve set that pot on, you’re drawing all 
the nesty wood-smoke into the water. The spuds won’t 
take much harm of it, but you’ve ruined the meat. 
That ts meat, ain’t it? Get me a fork.” 

William hugged himself. The Prawn, looking exactly 
like his namesake well-boiled, fetched a big fork. The 
little man prodded into the pot. 

“It’s stew I” The Prawn explained, but his voice shook. 

“Lori” said the man again. “It’s boilin’’ It’s 
boilin’ 1 You don’t boil when you stew, my son; an’ as 
for this ” — up came a grey slab of mutton — “there’s 
no odds between this and motor-tyres. Well’ Weill 

As I was saym’ ” He joined his hands behind his 

globular back and shook his head in silence. After a 
while, The Prawn tried to assert himself. 

“Cookin’ isn’t my strong point,” began The Prawn, 
«but ” 

“Pore boys! Pore boys!” the stranger soliloquised, 
looking straight in front of him. ''Pore little boys! 
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Wicked, / call it. They don’t ever let you make bread, 
do they, my son?” 

The Prawn said they generally bought their bread 
at a shop. 

“Ah! Pm a shopkeeper meself. Marsh, the Baker 
here, is me. Pore boys* Well* Well* . . . Though it’s 
against me own interest to say so, / think shops are 
wicked. They sell people things out o’ tins which save 
’em trouble, an’ fill the ’ospitals with stummick- cases 
afterwards. An’ the muck that’s sold for flour. . . .” 
His voice faded away and he meditated again. “Well — 

well! As I was sayin’ Pore boys! Pore boys! 

Pm glad you ain’t askin’ me to dinner. Good-bye.” 

He rolled away across the fern, leaving The Prawn 
dumb behind him. 

It seemed to William best to wriggle back in his 
cover as far as he could, ere The Prawn should call 
him to work again. He was not a Scout by instinct, 
but his uncle had shown him that when things went 
wrong in the world, some one generally passed it on to 
some one else. Very soon he heard his name called, 
acidly, several times. He crawled out from the far end 
of the fern-patch, rubbing his eyes, and The Prawn 
re-enslaved him on the spot. For once in his life 
William was alert and intelligent, but The Prawn paid 
him no compliments, nor when the very muddy Pelicans 
came back from the bridging did The Prawn refer in 
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any way to the visit of Mr. E. M. Marsh & Son, Bakers 
and Confectioners in the village street just outside the 
Park wall. Nor, for that matter, did he serve the Peli- 
cans much besides tinned meats for their evening meal. 

To say that William did not sleep a wink that 
night would be what has been called “nature-faking”; 
which is a sin. His system demanded at least nine 
hours’ rest, but he lay awake for quite twenty minutes, 
during which he thought intensely, rapidly and joyously. 
Had he been asked he would have said that his 
thoughts dealt solely with The Prawn and the judgment 
that had fallen upon him; but William was no psycho- 
logist He did not know that hate — raging hate against 
a too-badged, too virtuous senior — had shot him into a 
new world, exactly as the large blunt shell is heaved 
through space and dropped into a factory, a garden or 
a barracks by the charge behind it. And, as the shell, 
which is but metal and mixed chemicals, needs the 
mere graze on the fuse to spread itself all over the 
landscape, so did his mind need but the touch of that 
hate to flare up and illuminate not only all his world, 
but his own way through it. 

Next morning something sang in his ear that it 
was long since he had done good turns to any one 
except his uncle, who was slow to appreciate them. He 
would amend that error; and the more safely since 
The Prawn would be off all that day with the T^fp 
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on a tramp in the natural history line, and his place 
as Camp Warden and Provost Marshal would be filled 
by the placid and easy-going Walrus, whose proper 
name was Carpenter, who never tried for badges, but 
who could not see a rabbit without going after him. 
And the owner of the Park had given full leave to 
the Pelicans to slay by any means, except a gun, any 
rabbits they could. So William ingratiated himself 
with his Superior Officer as soon as the Pelicans had 
left 

No, the excellent Carpenter did not see that he 
needed William by his side all day. He might take 
himself and his bruised foot pretty much where he 
chose. He went, and this new and active mind of his 
that he did not realise, accompanied him — straight up 
the path of duty which, poetry tells us, is so often the 
road to glory. 

He began by cleaning himself and his kit at seven 
o’clock in the morning, long before the village shops 
were open. This he did near a postern gate with a 
crack in it, in the Park wall, commanding a limited 
but quite sufficient view of the establishment of E. M. 
Marsh & Son across the street. It was perfect w^eather, 
and about eight o’clock Mr. Marsh himself in his 
shirt-sleeves rolled out to enjoy it before he took down 
the shutters. Hardly had he shifted the first of them 
when a fattish Boy Scout with a flat face and a slight 
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limp laid hold of the second and began to slide it 
towards him. 

^‘Well, well!’^ said Mr. Marsh. *‘Ah! Your good 
turn, eh?*’ 

*‘Yes,” said William briefly. 

That’s right! Handsomely now, handsomely,” for 
the shutter was jamming in its groove. William knew 
from his uncle that ^‘handsomely” meant slowly and 
with care. The shutter responded to the coaxing. The 
others followed. 

“Belay’” said Mr. Marsh, wiping his forehead, for, 
like William, he perspired easily. When he turned 
round William had gone. The Movies had taught him, 
though he knew it not, the value of dramatic effect. 
He continued to watch Mr. Marsh through the crack m 
the postern — it was the little wooden door at the end 
of the right of way through the Park — and when, an 
hour or so later, Mr. Marsh came out of his shop and 
headed towards it, William retired backwards into the 
high fern and brambles. The manoeuvre would have 
rejoiced Mr. Hale’s heart, for generally William moved 
like an elephant with its young. He turned up, 
quite casually, when Mr. Marsh had puffed his way 
again into the empty camp. Carpenter was off in pursuit 
of rabbits, with a pocket full of fine picture-wire. It 
was the first time William had ever done the honours of 
any establishment. He came to attention and smOed. 
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“Well! Well!” Mr. Marsh nodded friendlily. “What 
are you 

“Camp-Guard,” said William, improvising for the 
first time in his life. “Can I show you anything, sir?” 

“No, thank’ee. My son was a Scout once. I’ve just 
come to look round at things. ’No one tryin’ any 
cookin’ to-day?” 

“No, sir.” 

“’Bout’s well. boys' What you goin’ to have 

for dinner? Tinned stuff?” 

“I expect so, sir.” 

“D’you like it?” 

“’Used to it.” William rather approved of this round 
person who wasted no time on abstract ideas. 

^‘Pote boys! Well! Well' It saves trouble — for 
the present. Knots and splices in your stummick after- 
wards — in ’ospital.” Mr. Marsh looked at the cold camp 
cooking-place and its three big stones, and sniffed. 

“Would you like it lit?” said William, suddenly. 

“What for?” 

“To cook with.” 

“What diyou know about cookin’?” Mr. Marsh’s 
little eyes opened wide. 

“Nothing, sir.” 

“What makes you think Fm a cook?” 

“By the way you looked at our cooking-place,” the 
mendacious William answered. The Prawn had always 



0O LAND AND SEA TALES 

urged him to cultivate habits of observation. They 
seemed easy — after you had observed the things. 

“Well* Well! Quite a young Sherlock, you are. 
’Don’t think much o’ this, though.” Mr. Marsh began 
to stoop to rearrange the open-air hearth to his liking. 

“Show me how and I’ll do it,’’ said William. 

“Shove that stone a little more to the left then. 
Steady — So* That’ll do! Got any wood? No? You 
slip across to the shop and ask them to give you some 
small brush-stuff from the oven. Stop* And my apron, 
too. Marsh is the name.” 

William left him chuckling wheezily. When he re- 
turned Mr. Marsh clad himself in a long white apron 
of office which showed so clearly that Carpenter from 
far off returned at once. 

“H’sh* H’sh!” said Mr. Marsh before he could 
speak. “You carry on with what you’re doing Marsh 
is my name. My son was a Scout once. Buffaloes — 
Hendon-way. It’s all right. Don’t you grudge an old 
man enjoying himself.” 

The Walrus looked amazedly at William moving in 
three directions at once with his face aflame. 

“It’s all right,” said William. “He’s giving us cook- 
ing-lessons.” Then — the words came into his mouth 
by themselves — “I’ll take the responsibility.” 

“Yes, yes! He knew I could cook. Quite a young 
Sherlock he is! You carry on.” 'Mr. Marsh turned his 
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back on the Walrus and despatched William again with 
some orders to his shop across the road. “And you’d 
better tell ’em to put ’em all in a basket,” he cried 
after him. 

William returned with a fair assortment of mixed 
material, including eggs, two rashers of bacon, and a 
packet of patent flour, concerning which last Mr. Marsh 
said things no baker should say about his own goods. 
The frying-pan came out of the push-cart, with some 
other oddments, and it was not till after it was greased 
that Mr. Marsh demanded William’s name. He got it 
in full, and it produced strange effects on the little fat 
man. 

“An* ’owdo you spell your middle name?’* he asked. 

“G-l-a-double-s-e,” said William. 

“Might that be your mother’s?*’ William nodded. 
“Well! Well’ I wonder now’ I do wonder. It’s a 
great name. There was a Sawyer in the cooking line 
Once, but ’e was a Frenchman and spelt it different. 
Glasse is serious though. And you say it was your 
ma’s?” He fell into an abstraction, frying-pan in hand. 
Anon, as he cracked an egg miraculously on its edge — 
“Whether you’re a descendant or not, it’s worth livin’ 
up to, a name like that.” 

“Why?” said William, as the egg slid into the 
pan and spread as evenly as paint under an expert’s 
hand. 
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"Til tell you some day. She was a very great cook 
— but she’d have come expensive at to-day’s prices. 
Now, you take the pan an’ I’ll draw me own con-'*' 
elusions.” 

The boy worked the pan over the level red fire 
with a motion that he had learned somehow or other 
while “boiling up” things for his uncle. It seemed to 
him natural and easy. Mr. Marsh watched in unbroken 
silence for at least two minutes. 

“It’s early to say — yet,” was his verdict. “But I 
’ave ’opes. You ’ave good ’ands, an’ yonr knowin’ I was 
a cook shows you ’ave the instinck. If you ’ave got the 
Touch — mark you, I only say if — but tf you ’ave any- 
thing like the Genuine Touch, you’re provided for for 
life. Ayi' further — don’t tilt her that way’ — you ’old 
your neighbours, friends and employers in the ’ollow of 
your ’and.” 

“How do you mean?” said William, intent on his 

egg. 

“Everything which a man is depends on what ’e 
puts inside ’im,” was the reply. “A good cook’s a King 
of men — besides being thunderin’ well off if ’e don’t 
drink. It’s the only sure business in the whole round 
world; and /’ve been round it eight times, in the Mer- 
cantile Marine, before I married the second Mrs. M.” 

William, more interested in the pan than Mr. Marsh’s 
marriages, made no reply. “Yes, a good cook,” Mr, 
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Marsh went on reminiscently, “even on Board o' Trade 
allowance, 'as brought many a ship to port that 'ud 
otherwise 'ave mut’nied on the 'igh seas." 

The eggs and bacon mellowed together. Mr. Marsh 
supplied some wonderful last touches and the result 
was eaten, with the Walrus’s help, sizzling out of the 
pan and washed down with some stone ginger-beer from 
the convenient establishment of Mr. E. M. Marsh out- 
side the Park wall. 

“I’ve ruined me dinner,” Mi. Marsh confided to 
the boys, “but I 'aven’t enjoyed myself like this, not 
since Noah was an able seaman. You wash up, young 
Sherlock, an’ I'll tell you something.” 

He filled an ancient pipe with eloquent tobacco, 
and while William scoured the pan, he held forth on 
the art and science and mystery of cooking as in- 
spiredly as Mr. Jorrocks, Master of Foxhounds, had 
lectured ujion the Chase. The burden of his song was 
Power — power which, striking directly at the stomach 
of man, makes the rudest polite, not to say sycophantic, 
towards a good cook, whether at sea, m camp, in the 
face of war, or (here he embellished his text with per- 
sonal experiences) the crowded competitive cities where 
a good meal was as rare, he declared, as silk pyjamas 
in a pig-sty. “An’ mark you,” he concluded, “three 
times a day the 'aughtiest and most overbearin* of 'em 
all 'ave to come crawling to you for a round belly-full. 
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Put that in your pipe and smoke it out, young Sher- 
lock !»» 

He unloosed his sacrificial apron and rolled away. 

The Boy Scout is used to strangers who give him 
good advice on the smallest provocation; but strangers 
who fill you up with bacon and eggs and ginger-beer 
are few. 

“What started it all?” the Walrus demanded. 

“Well, I can’t exactly say,” William answered, and 
as he had never been known to give a coherent ac- 
count of anything, the Walrus returned to his wires, 
and William lay out and dreamed in the fern among the 
cattle-flies. He had dismissed The Prawn altogether 
from his mu'aculously enlarging mind. Very soon he 
was on the High Seas, a locality which till that in- 
stant had never appealed to him, in a gale, issuing 
bacon and eggs to crews on the edge of mutiny. Next, 
he was at war, turning the tides of it to victory for his 
own land by meals of bacon and eggs that brought 
bemedalled Generals in troops like Pelicans, to his 
fireplace. Then he was sustaining his uncle, at the 
door of an enormous restaurant, with plates of bacon 
and eggs sent out by gilded commissionaires such as 
guard the cinemas, while his uncle wept with gratitude 
and remorse, and The Prawn, badges and all, begged 
for scraps. 

His chin struck his chest and half waked him to 
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fresh flights of glory. He might have the Genuine 
Touch, Mr. Marsh had said it Moi cover, he, the Mug, 
had a middle name which filled that great man with 
respect All the 47 th Postal District should ring with 
that name, even to the exclusion of the radng-news, in 
its evening papers. And on his return from camp, or 
perhaps a day or two later, he would defy his very 
uncle and escape for ever from the foul business of 
French-polishing. 

Here he slept generously and dreamlessly till even- 
ing, when the Pelicans returned, their pouches full of 
samples of uncookable vegetables and insects, and the 
Walrus made his report of the day^s Camp doings to 
the Scoutmaster. 

“Wait a minute. Walrus. You say the Mug actually 
did the cooking?” 

“Mr. Marsh had him under instruction, sir. But 
the Mug did a lot of it — he held the pan over the 
fire. I saw him, sir. And he washed up afterwards.” 

“Did he?” said the Scoutmaster lightly. “Well, 
thaPs something.” But when the Walrus had gone 
Mr. Hale smote thrice upon his bare knees and laughed, 
as a Scout should, without noise. 

He thanked Mr. Marsh next morning for the 
interest he had shown in the camp, and suggested 
(this was while he was buying many very solid buns 
for a route-march) that nothing would delight the 
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Pelicans more than a few words from Mr. Marsh on 
the subject of cookery, if he could see his way to it. 

Quite so,” said Mr. Marsh. worth listenin’ 

to. Well! Well! PIl be along this evening, and, 
maybe, Til bring some odds and ends with me. Send 
ovei young Sherlock-Glasse to ’elp me fetch ’em. 
77ial^s a boy with ’is stummick in the proper place. 
’Know anything about ’im?” 

Mr Hale knew a good deal, but he did not tell it 
all. He suggested that William himself should be ap- 
proached, and would excuse him from the loute-march 
for that purpose. 

Route-march*” said Mr. Marsh m horror. “Lor! 
The very worst use you can make of your feet is walk- 
in’ on ’em. ’Gives you bunions. Besides, ’e ain’t got 
the figure for marches. ’E’s a cook by build as well 
as instinck. ’Eavy in the run, oily in the skin, broad 
in the beam, short in the arm, du/, mark you, light on 
the feet. That’s the way cooks ought to be issued. 
You never ’card of a really good //«>/ cook yet, did 
you? No. Nor me. An’ I’ve known millions that 
called ’emselves cooks.” 

Mr. Hare regretted that he had not studied the 
natural history of cooks, and sent William over early in 
the day. 

Mr. Marsh spoke to the Pelicans for an hour that 
evening beside an open wood fire, from the ashes of 
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which he drew forth (talking all the while) wonderful 
hot cakes called “dampers”; while from its top he 
drew off pans full of “lobscouse,” which he said was 
not to be confounded with “salmagundi,” and a hair- 
raising compound of bacon, cheese and onions all 
melted together. And while the Pelicans ate, he con- 
vulsed them with mirth or held them breathless with 
anecdotes of the High Seas and the World, so that the 
vote of thanks they passed him at the end waked all 
the cows in the Park. But William sat wrapped in 
visions, his hands twitchmg sympathetically to Mr. 
Marsh’s wizardry among the pots and pans. He knew 
now what the name of Glasse signified, for he had 
spent an hour at the back of the baker’s shop reading, 
in a brown-leather book dated 1767 a.d. and called 
Art of Cookery Made Plain and Easy by a Lady, 
and that lady’s name, as it appeared in facsimile at 
the head of Chap. L, was “H. Glasse.” Torture would 
not have persuaded him (or Mr. Marsh), by that time, 
that she was not his direct ancestress; but, as a matter 
of form, he intended to ask his uncle. 

When The Prawn, very grateful that Mr. Marsh had 
made no reference to his notions of cookery, asked 
William what he thought of the lecture and exhibition, 
William came out of his dreams with a start, and “Oh, 
all right, I suppose, but I wasn’t listening much.” Then 
The Prawn, who always improved an occasion, lectured 
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him on lack of attention; and William missed all that 
too. The question in his mind was whether his uncle 
would let him stay with Mr. Marsh for a couple of 
days after Camp broke up, or whether he would use 
the reply-paid telegram, which Mr. Marsh had sent 
him, for his own French-polishing concerns. When 
The Prawn’s voice ceased, he not only promised to do 
better next time, but added, out of a vast and in- 
explicable pity that suddenly rose up inside him, *‘And 
Pm grateful to you, Prawn. I am reelly.” 

On his return to town from that wonder-revealing 
visit, he found the Pelicans treating him with a new 
respect. For one thing, the Walrus had talked about 
the bacon and eggs, for another, The Prawn, who when 
he let himself go could be really funny, had given 
some artistic imitations of Mr. Marsh’s comments on his 
cookery. Lastly, Mr. Hale had laid down that William’s 
future employ would be to cook for the Pelicans when 
they camped abroad, ‘‘And look out that you don’t 
poison us too much,” he added. 

There were occasional mistakes and some very flat 
failures, but the Pelicans swallowed them all loyally; 
no one had even a stomach-ache, and the office of 
Cook’s mate to William was in great demand. The 
Prawn himself sought it next Spring when the Troop 
stole a couple of fair May days on the outskirts of a 
brick-field, and were very happy. But William set him 
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aside in favour of a new and specially hopeless recruit; 
oily-skinned, fat, short-armed, but light on his feet, and 
with some notion of lifting pot-lids without wrecking or 
flooding the whole fireplace. 

“You see, Prawn,'* he explained, “cookin' isn't a 
thing one can just pick up.’* 

“Yes, I could — watchin* you,** The Prawn in- 
sisted. 

“No. Mr. Marsh says it’s a Gift — same as a 
Talent.** 

“D’you mean to tell me Rick worth’s got it, 
then?** 

“Dunno It’s my job to find that out — Mr. Marsh 
says. Anyway, Rickworth told me he liked cleaning out 
a fryin* pan because it made him think of what it might 
be cookin’ next time.” 

“Well, if that isn’t silliness, it’s just greediness,” 
said The Prawn. “What about those dampers you were 
talking of when 1 bought the fire-lighters for you this 
morning?” 

William drew one out of the ashes, tapped it lightly 
with his small hazel-wand of office, and slid it over, 
puffed and perfect, towards The Prawn. 

Once again the wave of pity — the Master’s pity for 
the mere consuming Public — swept over him as he 
watched The Prawn wolf it down. 

7 * 
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‘‘I’m grateful to you. I reelly am^ Prawn,” said 
William Glasse Sawyer. 

After all, as he was used to say in later years, if 
it hadn’t been for The Prawn, where would he have 
been? 



PROLOGUE TO THE MASTER-COOK’S 
TALE 

This IS what might he called a parody or imitation oj the 
verses of Geoffrey Chaucer^ one of the earliest and the greatest 
of our English poets It looks difficult to read, but you will find 
it comes quite easily if you say it aloud^ remembering that where 
there is an accent over the end of a word,, that word is pronounced 
as two syllables — not one. Snatlesf for instance^ would he 
spoken as snai-lesf* and so on. 

With us there rade a Maister-Cook that came 
From the Rochelle which is neere Angoul^me. 

Littel hee was, but rounder than a topp, 

And his small herd hadde dipped in manie a soppe. 
His honde was smoother than beseemeth mann’s, 
And his discoorse was all of marzipans,^ 

Of tripes of Caen, or Burdeux snail^s swote,^ 

And Seinte Menhoulde wher cooken pigges-foote. 3 

To Thoulouse and to Bress and Carcasson 

For pyes and fowles and chesnottes hadde heewonne;^ 

* A kind of sticky sweetmeat. 

* Bordeaux, snails are specially large and sweet. 

3 They grill pigs’-feet still at St. Menehoulde, not far from 
Verdun, better than anywhere else in all the world. 

4 Gone — to getp4t6s of ducks* liver at Toulouse; fatted poultry 
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Of hammes of Thuringie* colde hee prate, 

And well hee knew what Princes hadde on plate 
At Christmas-tide, from Artois to Gascogne. 

Lordinges, quod hee, manne liveth nat alone 
By bred, but meates rost and seethed, and broth, 
And purchasable 2 deinties, on mine othe. 

Honey and hote gingere well liketh hee, 

And whales-flesch mortred^ with spicene. 

For, lat be all how man denie or carpe,< 

Him thries a daie his honger maketh sharpe, 

And setteth him at boordes with hawkers eyne, 
Snuffing what dish is set beforne to deyne, 

Nor, till with meate he all-to fill to brim, 

None other matter nowher mooveth him. 

Lat holie Seint^s sterve^ as bookis boast, 

Most mannes soule is in his bdlie most. 

For, as man thmketh in his hearte is hee. 

But, as hee eatelh so his i^ought shall bee. 

And Holie Fader's self7 (with reveraunce) 

at Bourg in Bresse, on the road to Geneva; and very large chestnuts 
in sugar at Carcassonne, about forty miles from Toulouse. 

* This would probably be some sort of wild-boar ham from 
Germany. 

* Expensive. 3 Beaten up. 4 Sneer or despise. 

5 Brings him to table. ^ Starve. 

^ The Pope himself, who depends on his cook for being healthy 
and well-fed. 
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Owetb to Cooke his port and his presauiice. 

Wherbye it cometh past disputison^ 

Cookes over alle men have dominion, 

Which follow them as schippe her gouvernail.* 

Enoff of wordes — beginneth heere my tale: — 

* Dispute or argument. 

® Men are influenced by their cooks as ships are steered by 
their rudders 



A FLIGHT OF FACT 

MoU of this tale actually happened during the War about 
the years 1916 or 1917 ^ but it was much funnier as I heard it 
told by a Naval officer than it stands as / have written it from 
memory. It showsy what one always believed was true — that there 
IS nothing that cannot happen in the Navy, 

H.M.S. Gardenia (we will take her name from the 
Herbaceous Border which belonged to the sloops, 
though she was a destroyer by profession) came quietly 
back to her berth some time after midnight, and dis- 
turbed half-a-dozen of her sisters as she settled down. 
They all talked about it next morning, especially Phlox 
and StephanoUs, her left- and right-hand neighbours in 
the big basin on the east coast of England, that was 
crowded with destroyers. 

But the soul of the Gardenia — Lieutenant- in- Com- 
mand H. R. Duckett — was lifted far above insults. 
What he had done during his last trip had been well 
done. Vastly more important — Gardenia was in for a 
boiler-clean, which meant four days^ leave for her com- 
manding officer. 

“Where did you* get that fender from, you dock- 
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jrtrd burglar?” StephanoHs clamoured over his rail, 
for Gardenia was wearing a large coir-matting fender, 
evidently fresh from store, over her rail. It creaked 
with newness. “You common thief of the beach, where 
did you find that new fender?” 

The only craft that a destroyer will, sometimes, not 
steal equipment from is a destroyer; which accounts 
for the purity of her morals and the loftiness of her 
conversation, and her curiosity in respect to stolen 
fillings. 

Duckett, unmoved, went below, to return with a 
valise which he carried on to His Majesty’s quarter- 
deck, and, atop of a suit of rat-catcher clothes, cram- 
med into it a pair of ancient pigskin gaiters. 

Here Phloxy assisted by her Dandy Dinmont, Dinah, 
who had been trained to howl at certain notes in her 
master’s voice, gave a spirited and imaginary account 
of Gardenia* s return the night before, which was com- 
pared to that of an ambulance with a lady-driver. 
Duckett retaliated by slipping on to his head for one 
coquettish instant a gravy-coloured soft cloth cap. It 
was the last straw. Phlox and Siephanotis, who had 
no hope of any leave for the present, pronounced it an 
offence, only to be wiped out by drinks. 

“All things considered,” said Duckett, “I don’t 
care if I do. Come along’” and, the hour being what 
it was, he gave the necessary orders *^through the ward- 
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room’s tiny skylight. The captains came. Phlox — 
Lieutenant - Commander Jerry Marlett, a large and 
weather-beaten person, docked himself in the armchair 
by the wardroom stove with his cherished Dinah in 
his arms. Great possessions and much land, inherited 
from an uncle, had removed him from the Navy on 
the eve of war. Three days after the declaration of 
it he was back again, and had been very busy ever 
since. Stephanoiis — Lieutenant- in- Comm and Augustus 
Holwell Rayne, alias “The Damper,” because of his 
pessimism, spread himself out on the settee. He was 
small and agile, but of gloomy outlook, which a D.S.O. 
earned, he said, quite by mistake could not lighten. 
“Horse” Duckett, Gardenia's skipper, was a reversion 
to the primitive Marryat type — a predatory, astute, re- 
sourceful pirate, too well known to all His Majesty’s 
dockyards, a man of easily injured innocence who could 
always prove an alibi, and in whose ship, if his tor- 
pedo-coxswain had ever allowed any one to look there, 
several soits of missing Government property might 
have been found. His ambition was to raise pigs (ani- 
mals he only knew as bacon) in Shropshire (a county 
he had never seen) after the war, so he waged his war 
with zeal to bring that happy day nearer. He sat in 
the armchair by the door, whence he controlled the 
operations of “Crippen,” the wardroom steward, late 
of Bolitho’s Travelling Circus and Swings, who had 
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taken to the high seas to avoid the attentions of the 
Police ashore. 

As usual, Duckett’s character had been blackened 
by My Lords of the Admiralty, and he was in the 
midst of a hot campaign against them. An able-sea- 
man’s widowed mother had sent a ham to her son, 
whose name was E. R. Davids. Unfortunately, Engine- 
room-Artificer E. Davies, who sw^ore that he had both 
a mother and expectations of hams from her, came 
across the ham first, and, misreading its address, had 
had it boiled for, and at once eaten by, the Engineers’ 
mess. E. R. Davids, a vindictive soul, wrote to his 
mother, who, it seems, wrote to the Admiralty, who, 
according to Duckett, wrote to him daily every day for 
a month |o know what had become of E. R. Davids* 
ham. In the meantime the guilty Engineroom-Artificer 
E. Davies had been transferred to a sloop off the Irish 
coast. 

^^An’ what the dooce am I to do?” Duckett asked 
his guests plaintively. 

Apply for leave to go to Ireland with a stomach- 
pump and heave the ham out of Davies,” Jerry sug- 
gested promptly. 

** That’s rather a wheeze,” said Duckett. “I had 
thought of marrying Davids’ mother to settle the case. 
Anyhow, it was all Crippen’s fault for not steering the 
ham into the wardroom when it came aboard. Don’t 
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let it occur again, Crippen. Hams are going to be very 
scarce.” 

“Well, now youVe got all that off your chest” — Jerry 
Marlett lowered his voice — “suppose you tell us about 
what happened — the night before last.” 

The talk became professional. Duckett produced 
certain evidence — still damp — in support of the claims 
that he had sent in concerning the fate of a German 
submarine, and gave a chain of facts and figures and 
bearings that the others duly noted. 

“And how did your Acting Sub do?” asked Jerry 
at last. 

“Oh, very fair, but I didn’t tell him so, of course. 
They’re hard enough to hold at the best of times, these 
makee-do officers. Have you noticed that J:hey are 
always above their job — always thinkin’ round the comer 
when they’re thinkin’ at all? On our way back, this 
young merchant o’ mine — when I’d almost made up my 
mind to tell him he wasn’t as big tripes as he looked 
— told me his one dream in life was to fly. Fly! He 
flew alright by the time I’d done with him, but — 
imagine one’s Sub teliin' one a thing like that! Tt must 
be so interestin’ to fly,’ he said. The whole North Sea 
one blooming burgoo of what-come-nexts, an’ this pup 
complainin’ of lack of interest in it ! Fly ! Fly 1 When 
I was a Sub-Lootenant ” 

He turned pathetically towards The Damper, who 
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had known him in that rank in the Mediter- 
ranean. 

“There wasn’t much flyin’ in our day,” said The 
Damper mournfully. “But I can’t remember anything 
else we didn’t do.” 

“Quite so; but we had some decency knocked into 
us. The new breed wouldn't know decency if they met 
it on a dungfork. Thafs what 1 mean.” 

“When / was Actin’ Sub,” Jerry opened thoughtfully, 
“in the Poly carp — the pious Poly carp — Nineteen-0- 
Seven, I got nine cuts of the best from the Senior Sub 
for occupyin’ the bathroom ten seconds too long. Twenty 
minutes later, just when the welts were beginnin’ to 
come up, y’ know, I was sent off in the gig with a 
Corporal o’ Marines an’ a private to fetch the Headman 
of All the Pelungas aboard. He was wanted for slavery, 
or barratry, or bigamy or something.” 

“All the Pelungas?” Duckett repeated with interest. 
“’Odd you should mention that part of the world. 
What are the Pelungas like?” 

“Very nice. Hundreds of islands and millions of 
coral reefs with atolls an’ lagoons an’ palm-trees, an’ 
all the population scullin’ round in outrigger canoes 
between ’em like a permanent regatta. Filthy navigation, 
though. Poly carp had to lie five miles out on account 
of the reefs (even then our navigator was tearin’ his 
hair), an’ I had an hour’s steerin’ on hot, hard thwarts. 
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Talk o’ tortures! Vou know. We landed in a white 
lather at the boat-steps of the Headman’s island. The 
Headman wasn’t takin* any at first. He’d drawn up 
his whole army — three hundred strong, with old Martini 
rifles an’ a couple of ancestral seven-pounders — in front 
of his fort. We didn’t know anything about his domestic 
arrangements. We just dropped in among ’em, so ♦to 
say. Then my Corporal of Marines — the fattest man 
in the Service bar one — fell down the landin’ steps. 
The Headman had a Prime Minister — about as fat as 
my Corporal — and he helped him up. Well, that broke 
the ice a bit. The Prime Minister was a statesman. 
He poured oil on the crisis, while the Headman cursed 
me and the Navy and the British Government, and I 
kept wrigglin’ in my white ducks to keep ’em from 
drawin’ tight on me. You know how it feels’ I re- 
member I told the Headman the Polycarp ’ud blow 
him an’ his island out of the water if he didn’t come 
along quick. She could have done it — in a week or 
two; but we were scrubbin’ hammocks at |||| time. I 
forgot that little fact for the minute I was a bit hot — 
all over. The Prime Minister soothed us down again, 
an’ by and by the Headman said he’d pay us a state 
call — as a favour. I didn’t care what he called it s’long 
as he came. So I lay about a quarter of a mile off- 
shore in the gig, in case the seven-pounders pooped off 
— I knew the Martinis couldn’t hit us at that range — 
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5fd I waited for him till he shoved off in his State 
parge — forty rowers a side. Would you believe it, he 
Lilted to take precedence of the White Ensign on the 
way to the ship? I had to fall him in behind the gig 
and bring him alongside properly. I was so sore 1 
could hardly get aboard at the finish.” 

“Whiit happened to the Headman?” said The 
Damper. 

‘‘Nothing. He was acquitted or condemned — I 
forget which — but he was a perfect gentleman. We 
used to go sailing with him and his people — dancing 
with 'em on the beach and all that sort of thing. I don't 
want to meet a nicer community than the Pelungaloos. 
They aren't used to white men — but they’re first-class 
learners.” 

“Yes, they do seem a cheery crowd,” Duckett 
commented. 

“Where have you come across them?” said Jerry. 

“Nowhere; but this Acting Sub of mine has got a 
cousin who’s been flying down there.” 

“Flying in All the Pelungas?” Jerry cried. “That's 
impossible ’ ” 

“In these days? Where’s your bright lexicon of 
youth? Nothing's impossible anywhere now,” Duckett 
replied- “All the best people fly.” 

“Count me out,” Jerry grunted. “We went up once, 
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Dinah, little dog, and it made us both very sick, didtif 
it? When did it all happen. Horse?” 

“Some time last year. This chap, my Sub's cousi^ 
— a man called Baxter — went adrift among All the 
Pelungas in his machine and failed to connect with his 
ship. He was reported missing for months. Then he 
turned up again. That's all.” 

“He was called Baxter?” said The Damper. “Hold 
on a shake! I wonder if he's *Beloo’ Baxter, by any 
chance. There was a chap of that name about five 
years ago on the China Station. He had himself tat- 
tooed all over, regardless, in Rangoon. Then he got as 
good as engaged to a woman in Hongkong — rich woman 
too. But the Pusser of his ship gave him away. He 
had a regular cinema of frogs and dragonflies up his 
legs. And that was only the beginnin' of the show. So 
she broke off the engagement, and he half-killed the 
Pusser, and then he became a Buddhist, or some- 
thing.” 

“That couldn't have been this Baxter, or my Sub 
would have told me,” said Duckett. “My Sub's a 
morbid-minded young animal.” 

^^Maskee^ your Sub's mind!” said Jerry. “What 
was this Baxter man — plain or coloured — doin' in All 
my Pelungas?” 

“As far as I can make out,” said Duckett, “Loote- 
^ Never mind. 
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^ nant Baxter was flyin’ in those parts — with an observer 
— out of a ship.” 

"Yes, but what for?** Jerry insisted. "And what 
ship?” 

"He was flyin’ for exercise, I suppose, an’ his ship 
was the Corynorang. D’you feel wiser? An’ he flew, 
an’ he flew, an’ he flew till, between him an* his observer 
and the low visibility and Providence and all that sort 
of thing, he lost his ship — ^just like some other people 
I know. Then he flapped about huntin’ for her till dusk 
among the Pelungas, an’ then he effected a landin’ on 
the water.” 

"A nasty wet business — landin’ that way, Dinah. 
Wt know,” said Jerry into the keen little cocked ear in 
his lap. 

"Then he taxied about in the dark till he taxied 
on to a coral-reef and couldn’t get the machine off*. 
Coral ain’t like mud, is it?” The question was to Jerry, 
but the insult was addressed to The Damper, who had 
lately spent eighteen hours on a soft and tenacious shoal 
off* the East Coast. The Damper launched a kick at 
his host from where he lay along the settee. 

"Then,” Duckett went on, "this Baxterman got busy 
with his wireless and S O S’ed like winkie till the tide 
came and floated the old bus off the reef, and they 
taxied over to another island in the dark.” 

"Thousands of Islands in All the Pelungas,” Jerry 
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murmured. “Likewise reefs — hairy ones. What abouL^ 
the reefs?” 

“Oh, they kept on hittin’ reefs in the dark, till it 
occurred to them to fire their signal lights to see ’em 
by. So they went blazin’ an’ stinkin’ and taxyin’ up 
and down the reefs till they found a gap in one of 
’em and they taxied bung on to an uninhabited 
island.” 

“That must have been good for the machine,” was 
Jerry’s comment. 

“I don’t deny it. I’m only tellm’ you what my Sub 
told me. Baxter wrote it all home to his people, and 
the letters have been passed round the family. Well, 
then, o’ course, it rained. It rained all the rest of the 
night, up to the afternoon of the next day. (It always 
does when you’re in a hole.) They tried to start their 
engine in the intervals of climbin’ palm-trees for coco- 
nuts. They’d only a few biscuits and some water with 
’em.” 

“ ’Don’t like climbin’ palm-trees. It scrapes you raw,” 
The Damper moaned. 

“An’ when they weren’t climbin’ or crankin’ their 
engine, they tried to get into touch with the natives on 
the next nearest island. But the natives weren’t havin’ 
any. They took to the bush.” 

“Ah!” said Jerry sympathetically. “That aeroplane 
was too much for ’em. Otherwise, they’re the most 
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cosy, confidential lot / ever met. Well, what hap- 
pened?” 

“Baxter sweated away at his engine till she started 
up again. Then he flew round lookin’ for his ship some 
more till his petrol ran out Then he landed close 
to another uninhabited island and tried to taxi up 
to it.” 

“Why was he so keen on «;2inhabited islands? I 
wish I’d been there. Id ha’ shown him round the 
town,” said Jerry. 

“I don’t know his reasons, but that was what he 
wrote home to his people,” Duckett went on. “Not 
havin’ any power by that time, his machine blew on to 
another reef and there they were^ No grub, no petrol, 
and plenty of sharks! So they snugged her down. I 
don’t know how one snugs down an aeroplane,” 
Duckett admitted, “but Baxter took the necessary steps 
to reduce the sail-area, and cut the spanker-boom out of 
the tail-tassels or whatever it is they do on an aeroplane 
when they want her to be quiet. Anyhow, they more or less 
secured the bus to that reef so they thought she wouldn’t 
fetch adrift^ and they tried to coax a canoe over that 
happened to be passing. Nothin’ doin’ there! ’Canoe 
made one bunk of it.” 

“He tickled ’em the wrong way,” Jerry sighed. 
“There’s a song they sing when they’re fishing.” He 
began to hum dolefully. 
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“I expect Baxter didn’t know that tune,” Duckett 
interrupted. “He an’ his observer cursed the canoe a 
good deal, an’ then they went in for swimmin’ stunts 
all among the sharks, until they fetched up on the next 
island when they came to it — it took ’em an hour to 
swim there — but the minute they landed the natives 
all left. ’Seems to me,” said Duckett thoughtfully, 
“Baxter and his observer must have spread a pretty 
healthy panic scullin’ about All the Pelungas in their 
shirts.” 

“But why shirts?” said Jerry. “Those waters are 
perfectly warm.” 

“If you come to that, why not shirts?” Duckett 
retorted. “A shirt’s a badge of civilisation ” 

**Mask€e your shirts. What happened after that?” 
said The Damper. 

“They went to sleep. They were tired by that time 
— oddly enough. The natives on that island had left 
everything standing when they bunked — fires lighted, 
chickens runnin’ about, and so forth. Baxter slept in 
one of the huts. About midnight some of the bold 
boys stole back again. Baxter heard ’em# talkin’ just 
outside, and as he didn’t want his face trod on, he 
said ‘Salaam.’ That cleared the island for the second 
time. The natives jumped three foot into the air and 
shoved off.” 

“Good Lord!” said Jerry impatiently. have 
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had *em eating out of my hand in ten seconds. * Salaam’ 
isn’t the word to use at all. What he ought to have 
said ” 

“Well, anyhow, he didn’t,” Duckett replied. "He 
and his observer had their sleep out an’ they woke in 
the mornin’ with ragin’ appetites and a strong sense of 
decency. The first thing they annexed was some native 
loin-cloths off a bush. Baxter wrote all this home to 
his people, you know. I expect he was well brought 
up.” 

"If he was ‘Beloo’ Baxter no one would notice ” 

The Damper began. 

"He wasn’t. He was just a simple, virtuous Naval 
Officer — like me. He an* his observer navigated the 
island in full dress in search of the natives, but they’d 
gone and taken the canoe with ’em. Baxter was so 
depressed at their lack of confidence that he killed a 
chicken an’ plucked it and drew it (I bet neither of 
you know how to draw fowls) an’ boiled it and ate it 
all at once.” 

“Didn’t he feed his observer?” The Damper asked. 
“I’ve a little brother what’s an observer up in the air. 
I’d hate to think he ” 

“The observer was kept busy wavin’ his shirt on 
the beach in order to attract the attention of local 
fishin’ craft. That was what he was for. After breakfast 
Baxter joined him an’ the two of ’em waved shirts for 
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two hours on the beach. An’ that’s the sort of thing 
my Sub prefers to servin’ with me! — Me! After a bit, 
the Pelungaloos decided that they must be harmless 
lunatics, and one canoe stood pretty close in, an’ they 
swam out to her. But here’s a curious thing! Baxter 
wrote his people that, when the canoe came, his ob- 
server hadn’t any shirt at all. ’Expect he’d expended 
it wavin’ for succour. But Baxter’s shirt was all right 
He went out of his way to tell his people so. An’ my 
Sub couldn’t see the humour of it one little bit How 
does it strike you?” 

‘‘Perfectly simple,” said Jerry. “Lootenant Baxter 
as executive officer in charge took his subordinate’s 
shirt owin’ to the exigencies of the Service. I’d ha’ 
done the same. Pro-ceed.” 

“There’s worse to follow. As soon as they got 
aboard the canoe and the natives found they didn’t 
bite, they cottoned to ’em no end. ’Gave ’em grub 
and dry loin-cloths and betel-nut to chew. What’s 
betel-nut like, Jerry?” 

“Grateful an’ comfortin’. Warms you all through 
and makes you spit pink. It’s non-intoxicating.” 

“Oh! I’ve never tried it. Well then, there was 
Baxter spittin’ pink in a loin-cloth an’ a canoeful of 
Pelungaloo fishermen, with his shirt dryin’ in the breeze. 
’Got that? Well, then his aeroplane, which he thought 
he had secured to the reef of the next island, began to 
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drift out to sea. That boy had to keep his eyes open, 
I tell you. He wanted the natives to go in and makee- 
catchee the machine, and there was a big palaver about 
it. They naturally didn’t care to compromise themselves 
with strange idols, but after a bit tliey lined up a dozen 
canoes — no, eleven, to be precise — Baxter was awfully 
precise in his letters to his people — an^ tailed on to the 
aeroplane an’ towed it to an island.” 

Excellent,” said Jerry Marlett, the complete Lieute- 
nant-Commander. was gettin’ worried about his 
Majesty’s property. Baxter must have had a way with 
him. A loin-cloth ain’t uniform, but it’s dashed com- 
fortable. An’ how did All my Pelungaloos treat 
’em?” 

‘*We-ell!” said Duckett, “Baxter was writin’ home 
to his people, so I expect he toned things down a bit, 
but, readm’ between the lines, it looks as if — an’ thafs 
why my Sub wants to take up flyin’, of course ^ — it 
looks as if, from then on, they had what you might 
call Garden-of-Eden jiicmcs for weeks an’ weeks. The 
natives put ’em under a guard o’ sorts just for the look 
of the thing, while the news was sent to the Headman, 
but as far as I can make out from my Sub’s remi- 
niscences of Baxter’s letters, their guard consisted of 
the entire male and female population goin’ in 
swimmin’ with ’em twice a day. At night they had 
concerts — native songs versus music-hall — in alter- 
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nate what d^you call *em? Anti-somethings. ’Phone, 
ain’t it?” 

“They are a musical race! I’m glad he struck that 
side of their nature,” Jerry murmured. 

“I’m envious,” Duckett protested. “Why should 
the Flyin* Corps get all the plums? But Baxter didn’t 
forget His Majesty’s aeroplane. He got ’em to tow it 
to his island o’ delights, and in the evenings he an’ his 
observer, between the musical turns, used to give the 
women electric shocks off the wireless. And, one time, 
he told his observer to show ’em his false teeth, and 
when he took ’em out the people all bolted.” 

“But that’s in Rider Haggard. It’s in King Solo- 
mon's Mines," The Damper remarked. 

“Praps that’s what put it into Baxter’s head then,” 
said Duckett. “Or else,” he suggested warily, “Baxter 
wanted to crab his observer’s chances with some 
lady.” 

“Then he was a fool,” The Damper snarled. “It 
might have worked the other way. It generally 
does.” 

“Well, one can’t foresee everything,” said Duckett. 
“Anyhow, Baxter didn’t complain. They lived there 
for weeks and weeks, singin’ songs together and bathin’ 
an’ — oh, yes! — gamblin’, Baxter made a set of dice 
too. He doesn’t seem to have neglected much. He 
said it was just to pass the time away, but I wonder 
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what he threw I wish I knew him. His letters 
to his people are too colourless. What a life he must 
have led ! Women, dice and song, an’ your pay rollin’ 
up behind you in perfect safety with no exertion on 
your part.” 

“There’s a dance they dance on moonlight nights,” 

said Jerry, “with just a few banana leaves Never 

mind. Go ahead!” 

“All things bright and beautiful — fineesh,” Duckett 
mourned. “Presently the Headman of All the Pelungas 
came along ” 

“’My friend? I hope it was. A first-class sports- 
man,” said Jerry. 

“Baxter didn’t say. Anyhow, he turned up and 
they were taken over to the capital island till they 
could be sent back to their own ship. The Headman 
did ’em up to the nines in every respect while they 
were with him (Baxter’s quite enthusiastic over it, 
even in writin’ to his own people), but, o’ course, 
there’s nothing like first love, is there? They must 
have felt partin’ with their first loves. I always do. 
And they were put into the full uniform of All 
the Pelungaloo Army. What’s that like, Jerry? You’ve 
seen it.” 

“It’s a cross between a macaw an’ a rainbow-ended 
mandrill. Very tasty.” 

“Just as they were gettin’ used to that, and they’d 
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taught the Headman and his Court to sing* ‘Hellol 
Hello! Who’s your lady friend?’ they were embarked 
on a dirty common sailin’ craft an’ taken over the 
ocean and returned to the Cormotang, which, o’ course, 
had reported ’em missing and dead months before. 
They had one final kick-up before returnin’ to duty. 
You see, they’d both grown torpedo-beards in the 
Pelungas, and they were both m Pelungaloo uniform. 
Consequently, when they went aboard the Cotmojang 
they weren’t recognised till they||vere half-way down to 
their cabins.” 

‘^And then?” both Captains asked at once. 

“That’s where Baxter breaks off — even though he’s 
witin’ to his own people. He’s so apologetic to ’em 
for havin’ gone missm’ and worried ’em, an’ he’s so 
sinful proud of havin’ taught the Headman music- 
hall songs, that he only said that they had ^some 
reception aboard tho €ormoia?ig,' It lasted till mid- 
night.” 

“It is possible What about their machine?” said 
Jerry. 

“The Cormofang ran down to the Pelungas and 
retrieved it all right. But I should have liked to 
have seen that reception. There is nothing I’d 
ha’ liked better than to have seen that reception. 
And it isn’t as if I hadn’t seen a reception or two 
either.” 
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“The leaf-signal is made, sir,” said the Quarter- 
master at the door. 

“Twelve-twenty-four train,” Duckett muttered. “Can 
do.” He rose, adding, “Pm going to scratch the backs 
of swine for the next three days. GVout’” 

The well-trained servant was already fleeting along 
the edge of the basin with his valise. Stephanotis and 
Phlox returned to their own ships, loudly expressing 
envy and hatred. Duckett paused for a moment at his 
gangway rail to beckon to his torpedo-coxswain, a Mr. 
Wilkins, a peace-time sailor of mild and mildewed as- 
pect who had followed Duckett's shady fortunes for 
some years. 

“Wilkins,” he whispered, “where did we get that 
new starboard fender of ours from?” 

“Orf the dredger, sir. She was asleep when we 
came in,” said Wilkins through lips that scarcely 
seemed to move. “But our port one come orf the 
water-boat. We 'ad to over’aul our moorin's in the 
skiff last night, sir, and we — er — found it on ’er.” 

“Well, well, Wilkins. Keep the home fires burning,” 
and Lieutenant-in-Command H. R. Duckett sped after 
his serv’ant in the direction of the railway- station. But 
not so fast that he could outrun a melody played aboard 
the Phlox on a concertina to which manly voices bore 
the burden. 
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When the enterprisin' burglar ain't aburglin'— ain't aburglin', 
When the cut-throat is not occupied with crime— 'pied with 
crime, 

He loves to hear the little brook aguiglin’ 

Moved, Heaven knows whether by conscience or 
kindliness, Lieutenant Duckett smiled at the policeman 
on the Dockyard gates. 



STALKY 


This happens to he the first story that was written concerning 
the adventures and performances of three schoolboys — Stalky ” 
McTurk and Beetle ** For some reason or other ^ it wa^ never 
put into the hooky called Stalky Co ” that was made out of 
the stories. A certain amount of it, I am sorry to say, is founded 
on fact, though that is no recommendation ; and the only moral 
that I can see in it is, that when for any reason you happen to 
get into a tight place, you have a better chance of coming out of 
it comfortably if you keep your head than if you get excited and 
don*t stop to think. 

“And then,” it was a boy’s voice, curiously level 
and even, ”De Vitre said we were beastly funks not to 
help, and I said there were too many chaps in it to 
suit us. Besides, there’s bound to be a mess some- 
where or other, with old De Vitre in charge. Wasn’t 
I right Beetle?” 

‘‘And, anyhow, it’s a silly biznai, bung through. 
What’ll they do with the beastly cows when they’ve got 
’em? You can milk a cow — if she’ll stand still. That’s 
all right, but drivin’ ’em about ” 

“You’re a pig, Beetle.” 

“No, I ain’t. What is the sense of drivin’ a lot 
of cows up from the Burrows to — to — where is it?” 
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‘^They’re tryin* to drive ’em up to Toowey’s farm- 
yard at the top of the hill — the empty one, where we 
smoked last Tuesday. It’s a revenge. Old Vidley 
chivied De Vitr^ twice last week for ridin’ his ponies 
on the Burrows; and De Vitre’s goin’ to lift as many of 
old Vidley’s cattle as he can and plant ’em up the hill. 
He’ll muck it, though — with Parsons, Orrin and Howlett 
helpin’ him. They’ll only yell, an’ shout, an’ bunk if 
they see Vidley.” 

We might have managed it,” said McTurk slowly, 
turning up his coat-collar against the rain that swept 
over the Burrows. His hair was of the dark mahogany 
red that goes with a certain temperament. 

“We should,” Corkran replied with equal con- 
fidence. “But they’ve gone into it as if it was a sort 
of spadger-hunt I’ve never done any cattle-liftin’, but 
it seems to me-e-e that one might just as well be stalky 
about a thing as not.” 

The smoking vapours of the Atlantic drove in 
wreaths above the boys’ heads. Out of the mist to 
windward, beyond the grey bar of the Pebble Ridge, 
came the unceasing roar of mile-long Atlantic rollers. 
To leeward, a few stray ponies and cattle, the property 
of the Northara pot-wallopers, and the unwilling play- 
things of the boys in their leisure hours, showed through 
the haze. The three boys had halted by the Cattle- 
gate which marks the limit of cultivation, where the 



“stalky” iij 

fields come do^\^l to the Burrows from Northam Hill. 
Beetle, shock-headed and spectacled, drew his nose to 
and fro along the wet top-bar; McTurk shifted from 
one foot to the other, watching the water drain into 
either print; while Corkran whistled through his teeth 
as he leaned against a sod-bank, peering into the mist. 

A giown or sane person might have called the 
weather vile; but the boys at that School had not yet 
learned the national interest in climate. It was a little 
damp, to be sure; but it w^as always damp m the 
Easter term, and sea-wet, they held, could not give 
one a cold under any circumstances. Mackintoshes 
were things to go to church in, but crippling if one had 
to run at short notice across heavy country. So they 
w^aited serenely in the downpour, clad as their mothers 
would not have cared to see. 

“I say. Corky,” said Beetle, wiping his spectacles 
for the twentieth time, “if we aren’t going to help De 
Vitre, what are w^e here for?” 

“We’re goin’ to watch,” was the answer. “Keep 
your eye on your Uncle and he’ll pull you through.” 

“It’s an awful biznai, driving cattle — in open 
country,” said McTurk, who, as the son of an Irish 
baronet, knew something of these operations. “They’ll 
have to run half over the Burrows after ’em. ’S’pose 
they’re ridin’ Vidley’s ponies?” 

“De Vitr^’s sure to be. He’s a dab on a horse. 
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Listen! What a filthy row they're making. They'll be 
heard for miles.” 

The air filled with whoops and shouts, cries, words 
of command, the rattle of broken golf-clubs, and a 
clatter of hooves. Three cows with their calves came 
up to the Cattle-gate at a milch-canter, followed by 
four wild-eyed bullocks and two rough-coated ponies. 
A fat and freckled youth of fifteen trotted behind 
them, riding bareback and brandishing a hedge-stake. 
De Vitrt^, up to a certain point, was an inventive youth, 
with a passion for horse-exercise that the Northam 
farmers did not encourage. Farmer Vidley, who could 
not understand that a grazing pony likes being gal- 
loped about, had once called him a thief, and the 
insult rankled. Hence the raid. 

‘‘Come on,” he cried over his shoulder. “Open 
the gate, Corkran, or they’ll all cut back again. WeVe 
had no end of bother to get ’em. Oh, won’t old Vidley 
be wild!” 

Three boys on foot ran up, “shooing” the cattle 
in excited and amateur fashion, till they headed them 
into the narrow, high-banked Devonshire lane that ran 
uphill. 

“Come on, Corkran. It’s no end of a lark,” pleaded 
De Vitre; but Corkran shook his head. The affair had 
been presented to him after dinner that day as a com- 
pleted scheme, in which he might, by favour, play a 
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minor part. And Arthur Lionel Corkran, No. 104, did 
not care for lieutenancies. 

‘<you*ll only be collared,” he cried, as he shut the 
gate. “Parsons and Orrin are no good in a row. 
You’ll be collared sure as a gun, De Vitr6.” 

“Oh, you’re a beastly funk*” The speaker was 
already hidden by the fog. 

“Hang It all,” said McTurk. “It’s about the first 
time we’ve ever tried a cattle-lifl at the Coll. Let’s ” 

“Not much,” said Corkran firmly; “keep your eye 
on your Uncle.” His word was law in these matters, 
for experience had taught them that if they manoeuvred 
without Corkran they fell into trouble. 

“You’re wrathy because you didn’t think of it 
first,” said Beetle. Corkran kicked him thrice calmly, 
neither he nor Beetle changing a muscle the while. 

“No, I ain’t; but it isn’t stalky enough for me.” 

“Stalky,” in their school vocabulary, meant clever, 
well-considered and wily, as applied to plans of action; 
and “stalkiness” was the one virtue Corkran toiled 
after. 

“’Same thing,” said McTurk. “You think you’re 
the only stalky chap in the Coll.” 

Corkran kicked him as he had kicked Beetle; and 
even as Beetle, McTurk took not the faintest notice. 
By the etiquette of their friendship, this was no more 
than a formal notice of dissent from a proposition. 
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‘‘They haven’t thrown out any pickets,” Corkran 
went on (that school prepared boys for the Army). 
“You ought to do that — even for apples. Toowey’s 
farmyard may be full of farm-chaps.” 

“Twasn’t last week,” said Beetle, “when we smoked 
in that cart-shed place. It’s a mile from any house, too.” 

Up went one of Corkran’s light eyebrows. “Oh» 
Beetle, I am so tired o’ kickin’ you! Does that mean 
it’s empty now? They ought to have sent a fellow 
ahead to look. They’re simply bound to be collared. 
An’ where’ll they bunk to if they have to run for it? 
Parsons has only been here two terms. Ih don’t know 
the lie of the country. Orrin’s a fat ass, an’ Howlett 
bunks from a guv'nor” (vernacular for any native of 
Devon engaged in agricultural pursuits) “as far as he 
can see one. De Vitr^’s the only decent chap in the 
lot, an’ — an’ I put him up to usin’ Toowey’s farmyard.” 

“Well, keep your hair on,” said Beetle. “What are 
we going to do? It’s hefty damp here.” 

“Let’s think a bit.” Corkran whistled between 
his teeth and presently broke into a swift, short double- 
shuffle, “We’ll go straight up the hill and see what 
happens to ’em. Cut across the fields; an’ we’ll lie 
up in the hedge where the lane comes in by the 
barn — where we found that dead hedgehog last term. 
Come on ^ ” 

He scrambled over the earth bank and dropped on 
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to the rain-soaked plough. It was a steep slope to the 
brow of the hill where Toowey's barns stood. The boys 
took no account of stiles oi footpaths, crossing field 
after field diagonally, and where they found a hedge, 
bursting through it like beagles. The lane lay on their 
right flank, and they heard much lowing and shouting 
in that direction. 

"Well, if De Vitr^ isn^t collared,” said McTurk, 
kicking off a few pounds of loam against a gate-post, 
"he jolly well ought to be.” 

“We’ll get collared, too, if you go on with your 
nose up like that. Duck, you ass, and stalk along under 
the hedge. We can get quite close up to the bam,” 
said Corkran. “There’s no sense in not doin’ a thing 
Stalkily while you’re about it.” 

They wriggled into the top of an old hollow double 
hedge less than thirty yards from the big black-timbered 
barn with its square outbuildings. Their ten-minutes’ 
climb had lifted them a couple of hundred feet above 
the Burrows. As the mists parted here and there, they 
could see its great triangle of sodden green, tipped with 
yellow sand-dunes and fringed with white foam, laid 
out like a blurred map below. The surge along the 
Pebble Ridge made a background to the wild noises 
in the lane. 

“What did I tell you?” said Corkran, peering 
through the stems of tlie quickset which commanded a 
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view of the farmyard. “Three farm-chaps — getting out 
dung — with pitchforks. It’s too late to head off De Vitr^. 
We’d be collared if we showed up. Besides, they’ve 
heard ’em. They couldn’t help hearing. What asses!” 

The natives, brandishing their weapons, talked to- 
gether, using many times the word “Colleger.” As the 
tumult swelled, they disappeared into various pens and 
byres. The first of the cattle trotted up to the yard- 
gate, and De Vitr^ felicitated his band. 

“That’s all right,” he shouted. “Oh, won’t old 
Vidley be wild! Open the gate, Orrin, an’ whack ’em 
through. They’re pretty warm.” 

“So’ll you be in a minute,” muttered McTurk as 
the raiders hurried into the yard behind the cattle. 
They heard a shout of triumph, shrDI yells of despair; 
saw one Devonian guarding the gate with a pitchfork, 
while the others, alas! captured all four boys. 

“Of all the infernal, idiotic, lower-second asses!” 
said Corkran. “They haven’t even taken off their house- 
caps.” These dainty confections of primary colours 
were not issued, as some believe, to encourage House- 
pride or esprit de corps, but for purposes of identifica- 
tion from afar, should the wearer break bounds or 
laws. That is why, in time of war, any one but an idiot 
wore his inside out 

“Aie! Yeou young rascals, We’ve got ’el Whutt 
be doin’ to’ Muster Vidley’s bullocks?” 
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"Oh, we found ’em,” said De Vitr^, who bore him- 
self gallantly in defeat "Would you like ’em?” 

"Found ’em! They bullocks drove like that — all 
heavin’ an’ penkin’ an’ hottedi Oh^ Shameful. Yeou’ve 
nigh to killed the cows — lat alone stealin’ ’em. They 
sends pore boys to jail for half o’ this.” 

"That’s a lie,” said Beetle to McTurk, turning on 
the wet grass. 

"I know; but they always say it. ’Member when 
they collared us at the Monkey Farm that Sunday, with 
the apples in your topper?” 

"My Aunt! They’re goin’ to lock ’em up an’ send 
for Vidley,” Corkran whispered, as one of the captors 
hurried downhill in the direction of Appledore, and the 
prisoners were led into the bam. 

"But they haven’t taken their names and numbers, 
anyhow,” said Corkran, who had fallen into the hands 
of the enemy more than once. 

"But they’re bottled! Rather sickly for De Vitre,” 
said Beetle. “It’s one lickin’ anyhow, even if Vidley 
don’t hammer him. The Head’s rather hot about gate- 
liftin’, and poachin’, an’ all that sort of thing. He won’t 
care for cattle-liftin’ much.” 

"It’s awfully bad for cows, too, to run ’em about 
in milk,” said McTurk, lifting one knee from a sodden 
primrose-tuft. "What’s the next move, Corky?” 

"We’ll get into the old cart-shed where we smoked. 
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It’s next to the barn. We can cut across over while 
they’re inside and climb in through the window.” 

‘‘S’pose we’re collared?” said Beetle, cramming his 
house-cap into his pocket. Caps may tumble off, so 
one goes into action bare-headed. 

** That’s just it. They’d never dream of any more 
chaps walkin’ bung into the trap. Besides, we can get 
out through the roof if they spot us. Keep your eye on 
your Uncle. Come on,” said Corkran. 

A swift dash carried them to a huge clump of 
nettles, beneath the unglazed back window of the 
cart-shed. Its open front, of course, gave on to the 
barnyard. 

They scrambled through, dropped among the carts, 
and climbed up into the rudely boarded upper floor 
that they had discovered a week before when in search 
of retirement. It covered a half of the building and 
ended in darkness at the bam wall. The roof-tiles 
were broken and displaced. Through the chinks they 
commanded a clear view of the barnyard, half filled 
with disconsolate cattle, steaming sadly in the rain. 

‘‘You see,” said Corkran, always careful to secure 
his line of retreat, “if they bottle us up here, we can 
squeeze out between these rafters, slide down the roof, 
an’ bunk. They couldn’t even get out through the 
window. They’d have to run right round the barn. 
Now are you satisfied, you burbler?” 
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"Huh! You only said that to make quite sure your- 
self,” Beetle retorted. 

"If the boards weren’t all loose, Fd kick you,” 
growled Corkran. "’No sense gettin’ into a place you 
can’t get out of. Shut up and listen.” 

A murmur of voices reached them from the end of 
the attic. McTurk tiptoed thither with caution. 

“Hi! It leads through into the barn. You can 
get through. Come along He fingered the boarded 
wall. 

"What’s the other side?” said Corkran the cautious. 

"Hay, you idiot.” They heard his boot-heels click 
on wood, and he had gone. 

At some time or other sheep must have been folded 
in the cart- shed, and an inventive farmhand, sooner 
than take the hay round, had displaced a board in the 
barn-side to thrust fodder through. It was in no sense 
a lawful path, but twelve mches in the square is all that 
any boy needs. 

"Look here*” said Beetle, as they waited for 
McTurk’s return. "The cattle are coming in out of 
the wet.” 

A brown, hairy back showed some three feet below 
the half-floor, as one by one the cattle shouldered in 
for shelter among the carts below, filling the shed with 
their sweet breath. 

"That blocks our way out, unless we get out by the 



roof, an* that’s rather too much of a drop, unless we 
have to,** said Corkran. **They*re all bung in front of 
the window, too. What a day w^e’re havin’!** 

“Corkran! Beetle!** McTurk*s whisper shook with 
delight “You can see *em; Pve seen ’em. They’re in 
a blue funk in the bam, an’ the two clods are makin* 
fun of ’em — horrid. Orrin’s tryin* to bribe ’em an* 
Parsons is nearly blubbin*. Come an* look! Pm in the 
hayloft Get through the hole. Don’t make a row, 
Beetle.” 

Lithely they wriggled between the displaced boards 
into the hay and crawled to the edge of the loft. Three 
years’ skirmishing against a hard and unsympathetic 
peasantry had taught them the elements of strategy. 
For tactics they looked to Corkran; but even Beetle, 
notoriously absent-minded, held a lock of hay before 
his head as he crawled. There was no haste, no 
betraying giggle, no squeak of excitement They had 
learned, by stripes, the unwisdom of these things. But 
the conference by a root-cutter on the barn floor was 
deep in its own affairs; De Vitr^’s party promising, 
entreating, and cajoling, while the natives laughed like 
Inquisitors. 

“Wait till Muster Vidley an* Muster Toowey — yis, 
an’ the policemen come,” was their only answer. “’Tis 
about time to go to milkin’. What’ull us do?” 

“Yeou go milk, Tom, an* I’ll stay long o’ the young 





gentlemen,” said the bigger of the two, who answered 
to the name of Abraham. “Muster Toowey, he’m laike 
to charge yeou for usin’ his yard so free. Iss fail 
Yeou’ll be wopped proper. ’Rackon yeou’ll be askin’ 
for junkets to set in this week o* Sundays to come. But 
Muster Vidley, he’H give ’ee the best leatherin’ of all. 
He’m passionful, I tal ’ee.” 

Tom stumped out to milk. The bam doors closed 
behind him, and in the fading light a great gloom fell 
On all but Abraham, who discoursed eloquently on 
Mr. Vidley, his temper and strong arm. 

Corkran turned in the hay and retreated to the 
attic, followed by his army. 

“No good,” was his verdict. “Fm afraid it’s all up 
with ’em. We’d better get out” 

“Yes, but look at these beastly cows,” said McTurk, 
spitting on to a heifer’s back. “It’ll take us a week to 
shove ’em away from the window, and that brute Tom’ll 
hear us. He’s just across the yard, milkin’.” 

“Tweak ’em, then,” said Corkran. “Hang it, Fm 
sorry to have to go, though. If we could get that other 
beast out of the bam for a minute we might make a 
rescue. Well, it’s no good. Tweakons!” 

He drew forth a slim, well-worn home-made cata- 
pult — the “tweaker” of those days — slipped a buckshot 
into its supple chamois leather pouch, and pulled to 
the full stretch of the elastic. The others followed his 
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example. They only wished to get the cattle out of 
their way, but seeing the backs so near, they deemed 
it their duty each to choose his bird and to let fly with 
all their strength. 

They were not prepared in the least for what 
followed. Three bullocks, trying to wheel amid six 
close-pressed companions, not to mention three calves, 
several carts, and all the lumber of a general-utility 
shed, do not turn end-for-end without confusion. It 
was lucky for the boys that they stood a little back 
on the floor, because one horned head, tossed in pain, 
flung up a loose board at the edge, and it came down 
lancewise on an amazed back. Another victim floun- 
dered bodily across the shafts of a decrepit gig, 
smashing these and oversetting the wheels. That was 
more than enough for the nerves of the assembly. 
With wild bellowings and a good deal of left-and-right 
butting, they dashed into the barnyard, tails on end, 
and began a fine free fight on the midden. The last 
cow out hooked down an old set of harness; it flapped 
over one eye and trailed behind her. When a com- 
panion trod on it, which happened every few seconds, 
she naturally fell on her knees; and, being a Burrows 
cow, with the interests of her calf at heart, attacked 
the first passer-by. Half-awed, but wholly delighted, 
the boys watched the outburst. It was in full flower 
before they even dreamed of a second shot. Tom 
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came out from a byre with a pitchfork, to be chased 
in again by the harnessed cow. A bullock floundered 
on the muck-heap, fell, rose and bedded himself to 
the belly, helpless and bellowing. The others took 
great interest in him. 

Corkran, through the roof, scientifically “tweaked” 
a frisky heifer on the nose, and it is no exaggeration 
to say that she danced on her hind legs for half a 
minute. 

“Abram! Oh, Abram! They’m bewitched. They’m 
ragin’. Tes the milk fever. They’ve been drove mad. 
Oh, Abram’ They’ll horn the bullocks’ They’ll horn 
inef Abram!” 

“Bide till I lock the door,” quoth Abraham, faith- 
ful to his trust. They heard him padlock the barn 
door; saw him come out with yet another pitchfork. 
A bullock lowered his head, Abraham ran to the 
nearest pig-pen, where loud squeakings told that he 
had disturbed the peace of a large family. 

“Beetle,” snapped Corkran. “Go in an’ get those 
asses out. Quick! We’ll keep the cows happy.” 

A people sitting in darkness and the shadow of 
monumental lickings, too depressed to be angry with 
De Vitr^, heard a voice from on high saying, “Come 
up here! Come on! Come up! There’s a way out.” 

They shinned up the loft-stanchions without a 
word; found a boot-heel which they were bidden to 
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take for guide, and squeezed desperately through a 
hole in darkness, to be hauled out by Corkran. 

“Have you got your caps? Did you give ’em your 
names and numbers?” 

“Yes. No.” 

“That’s all right. Drop down here. Don’t stop to jaw. 
Over the cart — through that window, and bunk! Get ou//"' 

De Vitrd needed no more. They heard him squeak 
as he dropped among the nettles, and through the 
roof-chinks they watched four slight figures disappear 
into the rain. Tom and Abraham, from byre and pig- 
pen, exhorted the cattle to keep quiet. 

“By gum!” said Beetle; “that was stalky. How 
did you think of it?” 

“It was the only thing to do. Anybody could have 
seen that.” 

“Hadn’t we better bunk, too, now?” said McTurk 
easily. 

“Why? We've all right We haven’t done any- 
thing. I want to hear what old Vidley will say. Stop 
tweakin’, Turkey. Let ’em cool off. Golly! how that 
heifer danced! I swear I didn’t know cows could be 
so lively. We’re only just in time.” 

“My Hat! Here’s Vidley — and Toowey,” said 
Beetle, as the two farmers strode into the yard. 

“Gloats! oh, gloats! Fids! oh, fids! Hefty fids 
and gloats to us!” said Corkran. 
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These words, in their vocabulary, expressed the 
supreme of delight. "Gloats” implied more or less of 
personal triumph, “fids” was felicity in the abstract, 
and the boys were tasting both that day. Last joy of 
all, they had had the pleasure of Mr. Vidley^s acquaint- 
ance, albeit he did not love them. Toowey was more 
of a stranger; his orchards lying over-near to the 
public road. 

Tom and Abraham together told a tale of stolen 
cattle maddened by overdriving; of cows sure to die in 
calving, and of milk that would never return; that 
made Mr. Vidley swear for three consecutive minutes 
in the speech of north Devon. 

"Tes tu bad. ’Tes tu bad,” said Toowey, con- 
solingly; "let’s ’ope they ’aven’t took no great ’arm. 
They be wonderful wild, though.” 

“’Tes all well for yeou, Toowey, that sells them 
dom Collegers seventy quart a week.” 

"Eighty,” Toowey replied, with the meek triumph 
of one who has underbidden his neighbour on public 
tender; "but that’s no odds to me. Yeou’m free to 
leather ’em saame as if they was yeour own sons. On 
my barn-floor shall ’ee leather ’em.” 

"Generous old swine!” said Beetle. "De Vitr^ ought 
to have stayed for this.” 

"They’m all safe an’ to rights,” said the officious 
Abraham, producing the key. "Rackon us’U come in 
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aa’ hold ’em for yeou. Hey! The cows are fair ragin’ 
still. Us’ll have to run for it.” 

The barn being next to the shed, the boys could 
not see that stately entry. But they heard. 

‘‘Gone an’ hided in the hay. Aie! They’m proper 
afraid,” cried Abraham. 

“Rout un out! Rout un out!” roared Vidley, rat- 
tling a stick impatiently on the root- cutter. 

“Oh, my Aunt!” said Corkran, standing on one foot. 

“Shut the door. Shut the door, I tal ’ee. Rackon 
us can find un in the dark. Us don’t want un boltin’ 
like rabbits under our elbows.” The big barn door 
closed with a clang. 

“My Gum!” said Corkran, which was always his 
War oath in time of action. He dropped down and 
was gone for perhaps twenty seconds. 

“And ikai's all right,” he said, returning at a gentle 
saunter, 

“Hwatt?” McTurk almost shrieked, for Corkran, in 
the shed below, waved a larg^ key. 

“Stalks! Frabjous Stalks* Bottled ’em! all four!” 
was the reply, and Beetle fell on his bosom. “Yiss. 
They’m so’s to say, like, locked up. If you’re goin’ to 
laugh, Beetle, I shall have to kick you again.” 

“But I must!” Beetle was blackening with sup- 
pressed mirth. 

“You won’t do it here, then.” He thrust the al- 
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ready limp Beetle through the cart-shed window. It 
sobered him; one cannot laugh on a bed of nettles. 
Then Corkran stepped on his prostrate carcass, and Me- 
Turk followed, just as Beetle would have risen; so he 
was upset, and the nettles painted on his cheek a like- 
ness of hideous eruptions^ 

“T'hought that ’ud cure you,” said Corkran, with 
a sniff. 

Beetle rubbed his face desperately with dock-leaves, 
and said nothing. All desire to laugh had gone from 
him. They entered the lane. 

Then a clamour broke from the barn — a compound 
noise of horse-like kicks, shaking of door-panels, and 
various yells. 

“They’ve found it out,” said Corkran. “How 
strange!” He sniffed again. 

“Let ’em,” said Beetle. “No one can hear ’em. 
Come on up to Coll.” 

“What a brute you are, Beetle! You only think of 
your beastly self. Those cows want milkin’. Poor dears! 
Hear ’em low,” said McTurk. 

“Go back and milk ’em yourself, then.” Beetle 
danced with pain. “We shall miss Call-over, hangin’ 
about like this; an’ I’ve got two black marks this week 
already.” 

“Then you’ll have fatigue-drill on Monday,” said 
Corkran. “Come to think of it. I’ve got two black 
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marks aussL Hm! This is serious. This is hefty 
serious.” 

‘‘I told you,” said Beetle, with vindictive triumph. 
"An’ we want to go out after that hawk’s nest on 
Monday. We shall be swottin’ dum-bells, though. All 

your fault. If we’d bunked with De Vitr6 at first ” 

Corkran paused between the hedgerows. "Hold on 
a shake an* don’t burble. Keep your eye on Unde. 
Do you know, / believe some one’s shut up in that 
barn. I think we ought to go and see.” 

"Don’t be a giddy idiot. Come on up to Coll.” 
But Corkran took no notice of Beetle. 

He retraced his steps to the head of the lane, and, 
lifting up his voice, cried as in bewilderment, "Hullo? 
Who’s there? What’s that row about? Who are 
you?” 

"Oh, Peter!” said Beetle, skipping, and forgetting 
his anguish in this new development 

"Hoi! Hoi! ’Ere! Let us out!” The answers came 
muffled and hollow from the black bulk of the barn, 
with renewed thunders on the door. 

"Now play up,” said Corkran. "Turkey, you keep 
the cows busy. ’Member that we’ve just discovered ’em. 
We don’t know anything. Be polite, Beetle.” 

They picked their way over the muck and held 
speech through a crack by the door-hinge. Three more 
genuinely surprised boys the steady rain never fell upon. 
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And they were so difficult to enlighten. They had to 
be told again and again by the captives within. 

“WeVe been *ere for hours an’ hours.” That was 
Toowey. ‘‘An’ the cows to milk, an’ all.” That was 
Vidley. “The door she blewed against us an’ jammed 
herself.” That was Abraham. 

“Yes, we can see that. It’s jammed on this side,” 
said Corkran. “How careless you chaps are’” 

“Oppen un. Oppen un. Bash her oppen with a 
rock, young gen’elmen! The cows are milk-heated an’ 
ragin’. Haven’t you boys no sense?” 

Seeing that McTurk from time to time tweaked the 
cattle into renewed caperings, it was quite possible that 
the boys had some knowledge of a sort. But Mr. Vidley 
was rude. They told him so through the door, pro- 
fessing only now to recognise his voice. 

“Humour un if ’e can. I paid seven-an’-six for the 
padlock,” said Toowey. “Niver mind him, ’Tes only 
old Vidley.” 

“Be yeou gwaine to stay a prisoneer an’ captive for 
the sake of a lock, Toowey? I’m shaamed of ’ee. Rowt 
un oppen, young gen’elmen! ’Twas a God’s own mercy 
yeou heard us. Toowey, yeou’m a borned miser.” 

“It’ll be a long job,” said Corkran. “Look here. 
It’s near our call-over. If we stay to help you we’ll 
miss it. We’ve come miles out of our way already — 
after you.” 

Land and Sea Tales lO 
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**Tell yeour master, then, what keeped ’ee — an 
arrand o’ mercy, laike. Til tal un tu when I bring the 
milk to-morrow,” said Toowey. 

“That’s no good,” said Corkran; “we may be licked 
twice over by then. You’ll have to give us a letter.” 
McTurk, backed against the bam-wall, w^as firing steadily 
and accurately into tjie brown of the herd. 

“Yiss, yiss. Come down to my house. My missus 
shall write ’ee a beauty, young gen’elmen. She makes 
out the bills. I’ll give ’ee just such a letter o’ racommen- 
dation as I’d give to my own son, if only yeou can 
humour the lock!” 

“Niver mind the lock,” Vidley wailed. “Let me get 
to me pore cows, ’fore they’m dead.” 

They went to work with ostentatious ratthngs and 
wrenchings, and a good deal of the by-play that Corkran 
always loved. At last — the noise of unlocking was 
covered by some fancy hammering with a young boulder 
— the door swung open and the captives marched out 

“Hurry up, Mister Toowey,” said Corkran; “we 
ought to be getting back. Will you give us that note, 
please?” 

“Some of yeou young gentlemen was drivin’ my 
cattle off the Burrowses,” said Vidley. “I give ’ee fair 
warnin’, I’ll tell yeour masters. I know yeou f ’’ He 
glared at Corkran with malignant recognition. 

McTurk looked him over from head to foot. “Oh, 
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it’s only old Vidley. Drunk again, I suppose. Well, we 
can’t help that. Come on, Mister Toowey. We’ll go to 
your house.” 

“Drunk, am I? I’ll drunk ’eel How do I know yeou 
bain’t the same lot? Abram, did ’ee take their names 
an’ numbers? 

“What IS he ravin’ about?” said Beetle. “Can’t you 
see that if we’d taken your beastly cattle we shouldn’t 
be hanging round your beastly barn. ’Pon my Sam, 
you Burrows guv’nors haven’t any sense ” 

“Let alone gratitude,” said Corkran. “I suppose he 
7vas drunk. Mister Toowey; an’ you locked him in the 
barn to get sober. Shockin’! Oh, shockin’!” 

Vidley denied the charge in language that the boys’ 

mothers would have wept to hear, 

« 

“Well, go and look after your cows, then,” said 
McTurk. “Don’t stand there cursin’ us because we’ve 
been kind enough to help you out of a scrape. Why 
on earth weren’t your cows milked before? Yov\t, no 
farmer. It’s long past milkin’. No wonder they’re half 
crazy. ’Disreputable old bog-trotter, you are. Brush 
your hair, sir. ... I beg your pardon, Mister Toowey. 
’Hope we’re not keeping you.” 

They left Vidley dancing on the muck-heap, amid 
the cows, and devoted themselves to propitiating Mr. 
Toowey on theii way to his house. Exercise had made 
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them hungry; hunger is the mother of good manners; 
and they won golden opinions from Mrs. Toowey. 


Three quarters of an hour late for Call-over, and 
fifteen minutes late for Lock-up,” said Foxy, the school 
Sergeant, crisply. He was waiting for them at the head 
of the corridor. “Report to your housemaster, please — 
an' a nice mess you’re in, young gentlemen.” 

“Quite right. Foxy. Strict attention to dooty does 
it,” said Corkran. “Now where, if we asked you, would 
you say that his honour Mister Prout might, at this 
moment of time, be found prouting — eh?” 

“In ’is study — as usual. Mister Corkran. He took 
Call-over.” 

“Hurrah! Luck’s with us all the way. Don’t blub, 
Foxy. I’m afraid you don’t catch us this time.” 

***** 

“We went up to change, sir, before cornin’ to you. 
That made us a little late, sir. We weren’t really very 

late. We were detained — by a ” 

“An errand of mercy,” said Beetle, and they laid 
Mrs. Toowey’s laboriously written note before him. 
“We thought you’d prefer a letter, sir. Toowey got 
himself locked into a barn, and we heard him shouting 
— it’s Toowey who brings the Coll, milk, sir — and we 
went to let him out.” 
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“There were ever so many cows waiting to be 
milked,” said McTurk; “and of course, he couldn’t get 
at them, sir. They said the door had jammed. There’s 
his note, sir.” 

Mr. Prout read it over thrice. It was perfectly un- 
impeachable; but it said nothing of a large tea supplied 
by Mrs. Toowey. 

“Well, I don’t like your getting mixed up with 
farmers and potwallopers. Of course you will not pay 
any more — er — visits to the Toowey s,” said he. 

“Of course not, sir. It was really on account of 
the cows, sir,” replied McTurk, glowing with philan- 
thropy. 

“And you came straight back?” 

“We ran nearly all the way from the Cattle-gate,” 
said Corkran, carefully developing the unessential. 
“That’s one mile, sir. Of course, we had to get the 
note from Toowey first.” 

“But it was because we went to change — we were 
rather wet, sir — that we were really late. After we’d 
reported ourselves to the Sergeant, sir, and he knew 
we were in Coll., we didn’t like to come to your study 
all dirty.” Sweeter than honey was the voice of Beetle. 

“Very good. Don’t let it happen again.” Their 
housemaster learned to know them better in later years. 

They entered — not to say swaggered — into Number 
Nine form-room, where De Vitre, Orrin, Parsons, and 
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Hewlett, before the fire, were still telling their ad- 
ventures to admiring associates. The four rose as 
One boy. 

‘*What happened to you? We just saved Call-over. 
Did you stay on? Tell us! Tell usl” 

The three smiled p^asively. They were not dis- 
tinguished for telling more than was necessary. 

^^Oh, we stayed on a bit and then we came away,” 
said McTurk. ‘‘That’s all.” 

“You scab! You might tell a cliap anyhow.” 

“’Think so? Well, that’s awfully good of you, 
De Vitr^. ’Pon my sainted Sam, that’s awTully good of 
yo\i,” said Corkran, shouldering into the centre of the 
warmth and toasting one slippered foot before the 
blaze. “So you really think we might tell you?” 

They stared at the coals and shook with deep, 
delicious chuckles. 

“My Hat! We were stalky,” said McTurk. “I swear 
we were about as stalky as they make ’em. Weren’t we?” 

“It was a frabjous Stalk,” said Beetle. “’Much too 
good to tell you brutes, though.” 

The form wriggled under the insult, but made no 
motion to avenge it. After all, on De Vitre’s showing, 
the three had saved the raiders from at least a public 
licking. 

“It wasn’t half bad,” said Corkran. “Stalky^ the 
word.” 
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Fou were the really stalky one,” said McTurk, 
one contemptuous shoulder turned to a listening world. 
**By Gum! you were stalky.” 

Corkran accepted the compliment and the name 
together. “Yes,” said he; “keep your eye on your 
Uncle Stalky an’ he’ll pull you through.” 

“Well, you needn’t gloat so,” said De Vitrc, viciously; 
“you look like a stuffed cat.” 

Corkran, henceforth known as Stalky, took not the 
slightest notice, but smiled dreamily. 

“My Hat’ Yes. Of course,” he murmured. “Your 
Uncle Stalky — a doocid good name. Your Uncle Stalky 
is no end of a stalker. He’s a Great Man. I swear he 
is. De Vitr^, you’re an ass — a putrid ass.” 

De Vitre would have denied this but for the assent- 
ing murmurs from Parsons and Orrin. 

“You needn’t rub it in, then.” 

“But I do. I does. You are such a woppin’ ass. 
D’you know it? Think over it a bit at prep. Think it 
up in bed. Oblige me by thinkin’ of it every half hour 
till further notice. Gummy! What an ass you are! But 
your Uncle Stalky” — he picked up the form-room poker 
and beat it against the mantelpiece — “is a Great Man!” 

“Hear, hear,” said Beetle and McTurk, who had 
fought under that general. 

“Isn’t your Uncle Stalky a great man, De Vitr6? 
Speak the truth, you fat-headed old impostor.” 
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“Yes,” said De Vitre, deserted by all his band. 
“I — I suppose he is.” 

‘‘Mustn’t suppose. Is he?” 

“Well, he is.” 

“A Great Man?” 

“A Great Man. Now won’t you tell us?” said De 
Vitr^ pleadingly. 

“Not by a heap,” said “Stalky” Corkran. 

Therefore the tale has stayed untold till to-day. 
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Sooner or late — in earnest or in jest — 

(But the stakes are no jest) IthuriePs Hour 
Will spring on us, for the first time, the test 
Of our sole unbacked competence and power 
Up to the limit of our years and dower 
Of judgment — or beyond. But here we have 
Prepared long since our garland or our grave. 

For, at that hour, the sum of all our past, 

Act, habit, thought, and passion, shall be cast 
In one addition, be it more or less, 

And as that reading runs so shall we do; 
Meeting, astounded, victory at the last, 

Or, first and last, our own unworthiness. 

And none can change us though they die to save 

* Ithunel was that Archangel whose spear had the magic 
petty of showing every one exactly and truthfully what he was. 



THE BURNING OF THE “SARAH SANDS” 

Men have sailed ihe seas for so many yearly and have there 
done such amazing things in the face of danger^ difficulty and 
deathy that no one talc of heroism exists which cannot be equalled 
by at least scores of others. But sime the behaviour of bodies of 
untried men under trying circumstances is al7oays interesting, and 
since I have been put in possession of some facts not very generally 
known, lam trying to tell again the old sioty of the Sarah Sands^ 
as an example of long-drawn-out and undefeatable courage and 
cool-headedness. 


She was a small fourmasted, iron-built screw- steamer 
of eleven hundred tons, chartered to take out troops 
to India. That was in 1857, the year of the Indian 
Mutiny, when anything that could sail or steer was in 
great demand, for troops were being thrown into the 
country as fast as circumstances allowed — which was 
not very fast. 

Among the regiments sent out was the 54th of the 
Line, now the Second Battalion of the Dorset Regiment 
— a good corps, about a hundred years old, with a very 
fair record of service, but in no special way differing, 
so far as one could see, from many other regiments. 
It was despatched in three ships. The Headquarters 
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— that is> to say, the Lieutenant-Colonel, the Regimental 
books, pay-chest, Band and Colours, which last represent 
the very soul of a Battalion — and some fourteen officers, 
three hundred and fifty-four rank and file, and per- 
haps a dozen women, left Portsmouth on the 15th of 
August all packed tight in the Sarah Sands. 

^ Her crew, with the exception of the engineers and 
firemen, seem to have been foreigners and pier-head 
jumpers picked up at the last minute. They turned out 
bad, lazy and insubordinate. 

The accommodation for the troops was generously 
described as “inferior,” and what men called “inferior” 
in 1857 would now be called unspeakable. Nor, in 
spite of the urgent need, was there any great hurry 
about the Sarah Sands. She took two long months to 
reach Capetown, and she stayed there five days to coal, 
leaving on the 20th of October. By this time, the crew 
were all but openly mutinous, and the troops, who 
must have picked up a little seamanship, had to work 
the ship out of harbour. 

On the 7 th of November, nearly three weeks later, 
a squall struck her and earned away her foremast; and 
it is to be presumed that the troops turned to and 
cleared away the wreckage. On the 1 1 th of November 
the real trouble began, for, in the afternoon of that day, 
ninety days out from Portsmouth, a party of soldiers 
working in the hold saw smoke coming up from the 
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after-hatch. They were then, maybe, within a thousand 
miles of the Island of Mauritius, in half a gale and a 
sea full of sharks. 

Captain Castles, the master, promptly lowered and 
provisioned the boats; got them over-side with some 
difficulty and put the women into them. Some of the 
sailors — the engineers, the firemen and a few otheA 
behaved well — ^jumped into the long-boat, lowered it 
and kept well away from the ship. They knew she 
carried two magazines full of cartridges, and were taking 
no chances. 

The troops, on the other hand, did not make any 
fuss, but under their officers* orders cleared out the 
starboard or right-hand magazine, while volunteers tried 
to save the Regimental Colours. These stood at the 
end of the saloon, probably clamped against the partition 
behind the Captain’s chair, and the saloon was full of 
smoke. Two lieutenants made a dash thither but were 
nearly suffocated. A ship’s quartermaster — Richard 
Richmond was his name — put a wet cloth over his face, 
managed to tear down the Colours, and then fainted. 
A private — and his name was W, Wiles — dragged out 
both Richmond and the Colours, and the two men 
dropped senseless on the deck while the troops cheered. 
That, at least, was a good beginning, for, as I have 
said, the Colours are the soul of every body of men 
who fight or work under them. 
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The saloon must have been one of the narrow, cabin- 
lined, old-fashioned “cuddies,” placed above the screw, 
and all the fire was in the stem of the ship, behind 
the engine-room. It was blazing very close to the port 
or left-hand magazine, and, as an explosion there would 
have blown the Sarah Sands out like a squib, they 
called for more volunteers, and one of the lieutenants 
who had been choked in the saloon recovered, went 
down first and passed up a barrel of ammunition, which 
was at once hove overboard. After this example, work 
went on writh regularity. 

When the men taking out the ammunition fainted, 
as they did fairly often, they pulled them up with ropes. 
Those who did not faint, grabbed what explosives they 
could feel or handle in the smother, and brought them 
up, and an official and serene quartermaster-sergeant 
stood on the hatch and jotted down the number of 
barrels so retrieved in his notebook, as they were thrown 
into the sea. They pulled out all except two barrels 
which slid from the arras of a fainting man — there was 
a fair amount of fainting that evening — and rolled out 
of reach. Besides these, there were another couple of 
barrels of signalling powder for the ship’s use, but this 
the troops did not know, and wxre the more com- 
fortable for their ignoiance. 

Then the flames broke through the after-deck, the 
light attracting shoals of shaiks, and the mizzen-mast 
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— the farthest aft of all the masts — flared up and went 
over-side with a crash. This would have veered the 
stern of the ship-head to the wind, in which case the 
flames must have swept forward; but a man with a 
hatchet — his name is lost — ran along the bulwarks and 
cut the wreck clear, while the boat full of women surged 
and rocked at a safe distance, and the sharks tried to 
upset it with their tails. 

A Captain of the 54th — he was a jovial soul, and 
made jokes throughout the struggle — headed a party of 
men to cut away the bridge, the deck-cabins, and 
everything else that was inflammable — this in case of 
the flames sweeping forward again — while a provident 
lieutenant, with some more troops, lashed spars and 
things together for a raft, and other gangs piunped 
water desperately on to w'hat was left of the saloon 
and the magazines. 

One record says quaintly: “It was necessary to 
make some deviation from the usual military evolutions 
while the flames were in progress, 'fhe men formed in 
sections, countermarched round the forward part of the 
ship, which may perhaps be better understood when it 
is stated that those with their faces to the after part 
where the fire raged were on their way to relieve their 
comrades who had been working below. Those proceeding 
Torward^ were going to recruit their exhausted strength 
and prepare for another attack when it came to their turn.” 
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No one seemed to have much hopes of saving the 
ship so long as the last of the powder was unaccounted 
for. Indeed, Captain Castles told an officer of the 54th 
that the game was up, and the officer replied, “We’ll 
fight till we’re driven overboard.” It seemed he would 
be taken at his word, for just then the signalling powder 
and the ammunition- casks went up, and the ship seen 
from midships aft looked like one floating volcano. 

The cartridges spluttered like crackers, and cabin 
doors and timbers were shot up all over the deck, and 
two or three men were hurt. But — this is not in any 
official record — ^just after the roar of it, when her stem 
was dipping deadlily, and all believed the Sarah Sands 
was settling for her last lurch, some merry jester of the 
5 4th cried, “ Lights out,” and the jovial captain shouted 
back, “All right* We’ll keep the old woman afloat yet.” 
Not one man of the troops made any attempt to get on 
to the rafts; and wlien they found the ship was still 
floating they all went back to work double tides. 

At this point in the story we come across Mr. Fraser, 
the Scotch engineer, who, like most of his countrymen, 
had been holding his trump-card in reserve. He knew 
the Sat ah Sands was built with a water-tight bulkhead 
behind the engine-room and the coal-bunkers; and he 
proposed to cut through the bulkhead and pump on the 
fire. Also, he pointed out that it would be well to 
remove the coal in the bunkers, as the bulkhead be- 
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hind was almost red-hot, and the coal was catching 
light. 

So volunteers dropped into the bunkers, each man 
for the minute or two he could endure it, and shovelled 
away the singeing, fuming fuel, and other volunteers 
were lowered into the bonfire aft, and when they could 
throw no more water on it they were pulled up half 
roasted. 

Mr. Frazer’s plan saved the ship, though every par- 
ticle of wood in the after part of her was destroyed, 
and a bluish vapour hung over the red-hot iron beams 
and ties, and the sea for miles about looked like blood 
under the glare, as they pumped and passed water in 
buckets, flooding the stern, sluicing the engine-room 
bulkhead and damping the coal beyond it all through 
the long night. The very sides of the ship were red- 
hot, so that they wondered when her plates would 
buckle and wrench out the rivets and let the whole 
misery down to the sharks. 

The foremast had carried away on the squall of 
the 7th of November; the mizzen-mast, as you know, 
had gone in the fire; the main-mast, though wrapped 
round with wet blankets, was alight, and everything 
abaft the main-mast was one red furnace. There was 
the constant danger of the ship, now broadside on to 
the heavy seas, falling off before the heavy wind, and 
leading the flames forward again. So they hailed the 
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boats to tow and hold her head to wind; but only the 
gig obeyed the order. The others had all they could 
do to keep afloat; one of them had been swamped, 
though all her people were saved; and as for the long- 
boat full of mutinous seamen, she behaved infamously. 
One record says that "She not only held aloof, but 
consigned the ship and all she carried to perdition.” 
So the Sarah Sands fought for her owm life alone, with 
the sharks in attendance. 

About three on the morning of the 12th of No- 
vember, pumping, bucketing, sluicing and damping, 
they began to hope that they had bested the fire. By 
nine o’clock they saw steam coming up from her in- 
sides instead of smoke, and at midday they called in 

‘ill 

the boats and took stock of the damage. From the 
jnizzen-mast aft there was nothing that you could call 
ship except just the mere shell of her. It was all one 
steaming heap of scrap-iron with twenty feet of black, 
greasy water flooding across the bent and twisted rods, 
and in the middle of it all four huge water-tanks rolled 
to and fro, thundering against the naked sides. 

Moreover, — this they could not see till things had 
cooled do^vn — the powder explosions had blown a hole 
right through her port quarter, and every time she 
rolled the sea came in there green. Of the four masts 
only one was left; and the rudder-head stuck up all 
bald, black and horrible among the jam of collapsed 
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deck- beams. A photograph of the wreck looks exactly 
like that of a gutted theatre after the flames and the 
firemen have done their worst. 

They spent the whole of the 12 th of November 
pumping water out as zealously as they had pumped 
it in. They lashed up the loose, charging tanks as 
soon as they were cool enough to touch. They plugged 
the hole at the stern with hammocks, sails, and planks, 
and a sail over all. Then they rigged up a horizontal 
bar gripping the rudder-head. Six men sat on planks 
on one side and six at the other over the empty pit 
beneath, hauling on to the bar with ropes and letting 
go as they were told. That made the best steering- 
gear that they could devise. ^ 

On the 13th of November, still pumping, they 
spread one sail on their solitary mast — it was lucky 
that the Sarah Sands had started with four of them — 
and took advantage of the trade winds to make for 
Mauritius. Captain Castles, with one chart and one 
compass, lived in a tent where some cabins had once 
been; and at the end of twelve more days he sighted 
land. Their average run was about four knots an hour; 
and, it is no wonder that as soon as they were off Port 
Louis, Mauritius, Mr. Fiazer, the Scotch engineer, wislied 
to start his engines and enter port professionally. The 
troops looked down into the black hollow of the ship 
when the shaft made its first revolution, shaking the 
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hull horribly; and If you can realise what it means to 
be able to see a naked screw-shaft at work from the 
upper deck of a liner, you can realise what had hap- 
pened to the Sara^ Sands. They waited outside Port 
Louis for the daylight, and were nearly dashed to pieces 
on a coral reef. Then the gutted, empty steamer came 
in — very dirty, the men’s clothes so charred that they 
hardly dared to take them off, and very hungry; but 
without having lost one single life. Port Louis gave 
them all a public banquet m the market-place, and the 
French inhabitants were fascinatingly polite as only the 
French can be. 

But the records say nothing of what befell the 
saDors who ‘‘consigned the ship to perdition.” One ac- 
count merely hints that “this was no time for retribu- 
tion”; but the troops probably administered their own 
justice during the twelve days’ limp to port. The men 
who were berthed aft, the officers and the women, lost 
everything they had; and the companies berthed for- 
ward lent them clothes and canvas to make some sort 
of raiment. 

On the ?oth of December they were all re- embarked 
on the Clare?idon. It was poor accommodation for 
heroes. She had been condemned as a coolie-ship, 
was full of centipedes and other animals picked up in 
the Brazil trade; her engines broke down frequently; 
and her captain died of exposure and anxiety during 

II* 
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a hurricane. So it was the 25th of January before she 
reached the mouth of the Hugh. 

By this time — many of the men probably con- 
sidered this quite as serious as the fire — the troops 
were out of tobacco, and when they came across the 
American ship Hamlet y Captain Lecran, lying at 
Kedgeree on the way up the river to Calcutta, the 
officers rowed over to ask if there was any tobacco for 
sale. They told the skipper the history of their ad- 
ventures, and he said: “Well, I’m glad you’ve come to 
me, because I have some tobacco. How many are 
you?” “Three hundred men,” said the officers. There- 
upon Captain Lecran got out four hundred pounds of 
best Cavendish as well as one thousand Manilla cigars 
for the officers, and refused to take payment on tlie 
grounds that Americans did not accept anything from 
shipwrecked people. They were not shipwrecked at 
the time, but evidently they had been shipwrecked 
quite enough for Captain Lecran, because when they 
rowed back a second time and insisted on paying, he 
only gave them grog, “which,” says the record, “caused 
it to be dark when we returned to our ship.” After 
this “our band played ^Yankee-Doodle,’ blue lights 
were burned, the signal-gun fired” — that must have 
been a lively evening at Kedgeree — “and everything in 
our power was had recourse to so as to convey to our 
American cousins our appreciation of their kindness.” 
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Last of all, the Commander-in-Chief issued a 
general order to be read at the head of every regiment 
in the Army. He was pleased to observe that “the 
behaviour of the 54th Regiment was most praiseworthy, 
and by its result must render manifest to all the 
advantage of subordination and strict obedience to 
orders under the most alarming and dangerous circum- 
stances in which soldiers can be placed.” 

This seems to be the moral of the tale. 
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How do we know, by the bank-high river, 

Where the mired and sulky oxen wait, 

And it looks as though we might wait for ever, 
How do we know that the floods abate? 

There is no change in the current’s brawling — 
Louder and harsher the freshet scolds, 

Yet we can feel she is falling, falling, 

And the more she threatens the less she holds 
Down to the drift, with no word spoken, 

The wheel-chained waggons slither and slue. 
Steady! The back of the worst is broken. 

And — lash your leaders! — we’re through — we’re 
through! 

How do we know, when the port-fog holds us 
Moored and helpless, a mile from the pier, 
And the week-long summer smother enfolds us— 
How do we know it is going to clear? 

There is no break in the blindfold weather, 

But, one and another, around the bay, 

The unseen capstans clink together, 

Getting ready to up and away. 
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A pennon whimpers — the breeze has found us — 
A headsail jumps through the thinning haze. 

The whole hull follows, till — broad around us — 
The clean-swept ocean says: “Go your ways!” 

How do we know, when the long fight rages, 

On the old, stale front that we cannot shake. 

And it looks as though we were locked for ages. 
How do we know they are going to break? 

There is no lull in the level firing, 

Nothing has shifted except the sun. 

Yet we can feel they are tiring, tinng, 

Yet we can tell they are ripe to run. 

Something wavers, and, while we wonder 
Their centre trenches are emptying out, 

And, before their useless flanks go under, 

Our guns have pounded retreat to rout! 



THE PARABLE OF BOY JONES 

This tale was written several years before the War, as you 
can see for yourselves. It ts founded on fact, and it is meant to 
show that one ought to try to recognise facts, even when they are 
unpleasant and inconvenient. 

The long shed of the Village Rifle Club reeked 
with the oniony smell of smokeless powder, machme-oil, 
and creosote from the stop-butt, as man after man laid 
himself down and fired at the miniature target sixty 
feet away. The Instructor’s voice echoed under the 
corrugated iron roof. 

“Squeeze, Matthews, squeeze! Jerking your shoulder 
won’t help the bullet. . . . Gordon, you’re canting your 
gun to the left. . . . Hold your breath when the sights 
come on. . . , Fenwick, was that a bull? Then it’s only 
a fluke, for your last at two o’clock was an outer. You 
don’t know where you’re shooting.” 

“I call this monotonous,” said Boy Jones, who had 
been brought by a friend to look at the show. “Where 
does the fun come in?” 

“Would you like to try a shot?” the Instructor 
asked. 
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‘*Oh — er — thanks,” said Jones. “Pve shot with a 
shot-gun, of course, but this” — he looked at the minia- 
ture rifle — “this isn’t like a shot-gun, is it?” 

“Not in the least,” said the Friend. The Instructor 
passed Boy Jones a cartridge. The squad ceased firing 
and stared. Boy Jones reddened and fumbled. 

“Hi! The beastly thing has slipped somehow!” he 
cried. The tiny twenty-two cartridge had dropped into 
the magazine-slot and stuck there, caught by the rim. 
The muzzle travelled vaguely round the horizon. The 
squad with one accord sat down on the dusty cement 
floor. 

“Lend him a hair-pin,” whispered the jobbing 
gardener. 

“Muzzle ?{/>, please,” said the Instructor (it was 
drooping towards the men on the floor). “I’ll load for 
you. Now — keep her pointed towards the target — 
you’re supposed to be firing at two hundred yards. 
Have you set your sights? Never mind, I’ll set ’em. 
Please don’t touch the trigger till you shoot” 

Boy Jones was glistening at the edges as the In- 
structor swung him in the direction of the little targets 
fifty feet away. “Take a fine sight! The bull’s eye 
should be just sitting on the top of the fore-sight,” the 
Instructor cautioned. “Ah’” 

Boy Jones, with a grunt and a jerk of the shoulder, 
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pulled the trigger. The right-hand window of tlie shed, 
six feet above the target, starred and cracked. 

The boy who cleans the knives at the Vicarage 
buried his face in his hands; Jevons, the bricklayer’s 
assistant, tied up his bootlace; the Fellow of the Royal 
Geographical Society looked at the roof, the village 
barber whistled softly. When one is twenty-two years 
old, and weighs twelve-stone-eight in hard condition, 
one does not approve of any game that one cannot 
play very well. 

call this silly piffle,” said Boy Jones, wiping his 

face. 

“Oh, not so bad as that,” said the Instructor. 
“We’ve all got to begin somehow. Try another?” But 
Boy Jones was not practising any more that afternoon. 
He seemed to need soothing. 

“Come over to the big range,” said the Friend. 
“You’ll see the finished article at work down there. 
This is only for boys and beginners.” 

A knot of village lads from twelve to sixteen were 
scuffling for places on the shooting-mat as Boy Jones 
left the shed. On his way to the range, across the 
windy Downs, he preserved a silence foreign to his 
sunny nature. Jevons, the bricklayer’s assistant, and the 
F.R.G.S. trotted past him — rifles at the carry. 
“Awkward wind,” said Jevons. “Fish-tail!” 

“What’s a fish-tail?” said Boy Jones. 
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“Oh! It means a fishy, tricky sort of a wind,” 
said the Friend. A shift in the uneasy north-east 
breeze brought them the far-away sob of a service 
rifle. 

“For once in your young life,” the Friend went on, 
“you’re going to attend a game you do not under- 
stand.” 

“If you mean Pm expected to make an ass of myself 
again ” Boy Jones paused. 

“Don’t worry! By this time I fancy Jevons will have 
told the Sergeant all about your performance in the shed 
just now. You won’t be pressed to shoot.” 

A long sweep of bare land opened before them. 
The thump o? occasional shots grew clearer, and Boy 
Jones pricked his ears. 

“What’s that unholy whine and whop?” he asked 
in a lull of the wind. 

“The whine is the bullet going across the valley. 
The whop is when it hits the target — that white shutter 
thing sliding up and down against the hillside. Those 
men lying down yonder are shooting at five hundred 
yards. We’ll look at ’em,” said the Friend. 

“This would make a thundering good golf-links,” 
said Boy Jones, striding over the short, clean turf. “Not 
a bad lie in miles of it.” 

“Yes, wouldn’t it?” the Friend replied. “It would 
be even prettier as a croquet-lawn or a basket-ball pitch. 
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Just the place for a picnic too. Unluckily, it’s a rifle- 
range.” 

Boy Jones looked doubtful, but said nothing till they 
reached the five-hundred-yard butt. The Sergeant, on 
his stomach, binoculars to his eye, nodded, but not at 
the visitors. “Where did you sight, Walters?” he 
said. 

“Nine o’clock — edge of the target,” was the reply 
from a fat, blue man in a bowler hat, his trousers 
rucked half-way to his knees. “The wind’s rotten bad 
down there!” He pointed towards the stiff-tailed wind- 
flags that stuck out at all sorts of angles as the eddy 
round the shoulder of the Down caught them. 

“Let me try one,” the Sergeant said, and reached 
behind him for a rifle. 

“Hold on!” said the F.R.G.S. “That’s Number Six. 
She throws high.” 

“She’s my pet,” said Jevons, holding out his hand 
for it “Take Number Nine, Sergeant” 

“Rifles are like bats, you know,” the Friend ex- 
plained. “They differ a lot” 

The Sergeant sighted. 

“He holds it steady enough,” said Boy Jones. 

“He mostly docs,” said the Friend. “If you watch 
that white disc come up you’ll know it’s a bull.” 

“Not much of one,” said the Sergeant. “Too low 
— too far right I gave her all the allowance I dared, 
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too. That wind’s funnelling badly in the valley. Give 
your wind-sight another three degrees, Walters.” 

The fat man’s big fingers delicately adjusted the 
lateral sight. He had been firing till then by the light 
of his trained judgment, but some of the rifles were 
fitted with wind-gauges, and he wished to test one. 

“What’s he doing that for?” said Boy Jones. 

“You wouldn’t understand,” said the Friend. “But 
take a squint along this rifle, and see what a bull looks 
like at five hundred yards. It isn’t loaded, but don’t 
point it at the pit of my stomach.” 

“Dash it all! I didn’t meati to’” said Boy Jones. 

“None of ’em mean it,” the Friend replied. “That’s 
how all the murders are done. Don’t play with the bolt. 

, Merely look along the sights. It isn’t much of a mark, 
is it?” 

“No, by Jove!” said Jones, and gazed with reverence 
at Walters, who announced before the marker had sig- 
nalled his last shot that it was a likely heifer. (Walters 
was a butcher by profession.) A well-centred bull it 
proved to be. 

“Now how the deuce did he do it?” said Boy Jones. 

“By practice — first in the shed at two hundred 
yards. We’ve five or six as good as him,” said the 
Friend. “But he’s not much of a snap- shooter when it 
comes to potting at dummy heads and shoulders exposed 
for five seconds. Jevons is our man then.” 
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‘*Ah! talking of snap-shooting*” said the Sergeant, 
and — while Jevons fired his seven shots — delivered Boy 
Jones a curious little lecture on the advantages of the 
foggy English climate, the value of enclosed land for 
warfare, and the possibilities of well-directed small-arm 
fire wiping up — “spraying down” was his word — artillery, 
even in position. 

“Well, Tve got to go on and build houses,” said 
Jevons. “Twenty- six is my score-card — sign please, 
Sergeant” He rose, dusted his knees, and moved off. 
His place was taken by a dark, cat-footed Coastguard, 
firing for the love of the game. He only ran to three 
cartridges, which he placed — magpie, five o'clock, inner, 
three o’clock, and bull. “Cordery don’t take anything 
on trust,” said the Sergeant “He feels his way in to . 
the bull every time. I like it It’s more rational.” 

While the F.R.G.S. was explaining to Boy Jones that 
the rotation of the earth on her axis affected a bullet 
to the extent of one yard in a thousand, a batch of six 
lads cantered over the hill. 

“We’re the new two-hundred-ers,” they shouted. 

“I know It,” said the Sergeant. “Pick up the 
cartridge-cases; take my mackintosh and bag, and come 
on down to the two hundred range, quietly.” 

There was no need for the last caution. The boys 
picked up the things and swung off m couples — scout 
fashion. 
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‘‘They are the survivors,” the Friend explained, “of 
the boys you saw just now. They^ve passed their 
miniature rifle tests, and are supposed to be fit to fire 
in the open.” 

“And are they?” said Boy Jones, edging away from 
the F.R.G.S., who was talking about “jump” and “flip” 
in rifle-shooting. 

“WeMl see,” said the Sergeant. “This wind ought 
to test ^em!” 

Down in the hollow it rushed like a boulder-choked 
river, driving quick clouds across the sun* so that one 
minute, the eight-inch Bisley bull leaped forth like a 
headlight, and the next shrunk back into the grey- 
green grass of the butt like an engine backing up the 
line. 

“lyook here^” said the Sergeant, as the boys dropped 
into their places at the firing-point. “I warn you it’s a 
three-foot wind on the target, tvid freshening. You’ll 
get no two shots alike. Any boy that thinks he won’t 
do himself justice can wait for a better day.” 

Nothing moved except one grin from face to face. 

“No,” said the Sergeant, after a pause. “I don’t 
suppose a thunder-storm would shift you young birds. 
Remember what I’ve been telling you all this spring. 
Sighting shots, from the right 

They went on one by one, carefully imitating the 
well-observed actions of their elders, even to the tapping 



VMim AND SEA TAL^ 


f>6 

of the cartridge on the rifle-butt. They scowled and 
grunted and compared notes as they set and reset their 
sights. They brought up their rifles just as shadow 
gave place to sun, and, holding too long, fired when the 
cheating cloud returned. It was unhappy, cold, nose- 
running, eye-straining work, but they enjoyed it passion- 
ately. At the end they showed up their score-cards; 
one twenty-seven, two twenty-fives, a twenty-four, and 
two twenty-twos. Boy Jones, his hands on his knees, 
had made no remark from first to last. 

** Could I have a shot?” he began in a strangely 
meek voice. 

But the chilled Sergeant had already whistled the 
marker out of the butt. The wind-flags were being col- 
lected by the youngsters, and, Math a tinkle of spent 
cartridge-cases returned to the Sergeant’s bag, shooting 
ended. 

^^Not so bad,” said the Sergeant, 

**One of those boys was hump-backed,” said Boy 
Jones, with the healthy animal’s horror of deformity. 

“But his shots aren’t,” said the Sergeant. “He was 
the twei;ity-seven card. Milligan’s his name.” 

“I should like to have had a shot,” Boy Jones re- 
peated. “Just for the fun of the thing.” 

“Well, just for the fun of the thing,” the Friend 
suggested, “suppose you fill and empty a magazine. 
Have you got any dummies. Sergeant?” 
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The Sergeant produced a handful of dummy car- 
tridges from his inexhaustible bag. 

‘‘How d’you put ’em m?” said Boy Jones, picking 
up a cartridge by the bullet end with his left hand, 
and holding the rifle with his right 

“Here, Milligan,” the Friend called. “Fill and empty 
this magazine, will you, please?” 

The cripple’s fingers flickered for an instant round 
the rifle-breech. The dummies vanished clicking. He 
turned towards the butt, pausing perhaps a second on 
each aimed shot, ripped them all out again over his 
shoulder. Mechanically Boy Jones caught them as they 
spun in the air; for he was a good fielder. 

“Time, fifteen seconds,” said the Friend. “You try 
now.” Boy Jones shook his head. “No, thanks,” he 
said. “This isn’t my day out That’s called magazine- 
fire, I suppose.” 

“Yes,” said the Sergeant, “but it’s more difficult to 
load in the dark or in a cramped position.” 

The boys drew off, larking among themselves. The 
others strolled homewards as the wind freshened. Only 
the Sergeant, after a word or two with the marker, 
struck off up the line of firing-butts. 

“There seems to be a lot in it,” said Boy Jones, 
after a while, to his friend. “But you needn’t tell me,” 
he went on in the tone of one ill at ease with himself, 
“don’t tell me that when the hour strikes every man in 
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England wouldn*t — er — rally to the defence of his 
country like one man.” 

“And he’d be so useful while he was rallying, 
wouldn’t he?” said the Friend shortly. “Imagine one 
hundred thousand chaps of your kidney introduced to 
the rifle for the first time, all loading and firing in your 
fashion! The hospitals wouldn’t hold ’em!” 

“Oh, there’d be time to get the general hang of the 
thing,” said Boy Jones cheerily. 

“When that hour strikes,” the Friend replied, “it 
will already have struck, if you understand. There 
may be a few hours — perhaps ten or twelve — there will 
certainly not be more than a day and a night allowed 
us to get ready in ” 

“There will be six months at least,” said Boy Jones 
confidently. 

“Ah, you probably read that m a paper. I shouldn’t 
rely on it, if I were you. It won’t be like a county 
cricket match, date settled months in advance. By the 
way, are you playing for your county this season?” 

Boy Jones seemed not to hear the last question. 
He had taken the Friend’s rifle, and was idly clicking 
the bolt 

“Beg y’ pardon, sir,” said the Marker to the Friend 
in an undertone, “but the Sergeant’s tryin* a gentle- 
man’s new rifle at nine hundred, and I’m waiting on 
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for him. If you’d like to come into the trench?” — a 
discreet wink closed the sentence. 

‘‘Thanks awfully. That ’ud be quite interesting,” 
said Boy Jones. The w’ind had dulled a little; the sun 
was still strong on the golden gorse; the Sergeant’s 
straight back grew smaller and smaller as it moved 
away. 

“You go down this ladder,” said the Marker. They 
reached the raw line of the trench beneath the targets, 
the foot deep in the flinty chalk. 

“Yes, sir,” he went on, “here’s where all the bul- 
lets ought to come. There’s fourteen thousand of ’em 
this year, somewhere on the premises, but it don’t 
hinder the rabbits from burrowing, just the same. They 
know shootmg’s over as well as we do. You come here 
with a shot-gun, and you won’t see a single tail; but 
they don’t put ’emselves out for a rifle. Look, there’s 
the Parson He pointed at a bold, black rabbit sitting 
half-way up the butt, who loped easily away as the 
Marker ran up the large nine-hundred-yard bull. Boy 
Jones stared at the bullet-splintered framework of the 
targets, the chewed edges of the woodwork, and the 
significantly loosened earth behind them. At last he 
came down, slowly it seemed, out of the sunshme, into 
the chill of the trench. The marker opened an old 
cocoa box, where he kept his paste and paper patches. 

“Things get mildewy down here,” he explained. 

12 * 
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<^Mr. Warren, our sexton, says it’s too like a grave to 
suit him. But as I say, it’s twice as deep and thrice 
as wide as what he makes.” 

“ I think it’s rather jolly,” said Boy Jones, and looked 
up at the narrow strip of sky. The Marker had quietly 
lowered the danger flag. Something yowled like a cat 
with her tail trod on, and a few fragments of pure 
white chalk crumbled softly into the trench. Boy Jones 
jumped, and flattened himself against the inner wall of 
the trench. *‘The Sergeant is taking a sighting-shot,” 
said the Marker. <*He must have hit a flint in the grass 
somewhere. We can’t comb ’em all out. The noise 
you noticed was the nickel envelope stripping, sir.” 

“But I didn’t hear his gun go off,” said Boy Jones. 

“Not at nine hundred, with this wind, you wouldn’t,” 
said the Marker. “Stand on one side, please, sir. He’s 
begun.” 

There was a rap overhead — a pause — down came 
the creaking target, up went the marking disc at the end 
of a long bamboo; a paper patch was slapped over the 
bullet hole, and the target slid up again, to be greeted 
with another rap, another, and another. The fifth 
differed in tone. “Here’s a curiosity,” said the Marker, 
pulling down the target. “The bullet must have rico- 
chetted short of the butt, and it has key-holed, as we 
say. See!” He pointed to an ugly triangular rip and 
flap on the canvas target face. “If that had been flesh 
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and blood, now,” he went on genially, would have 
been just the same as running a plough up you. . . . 
Now he^s on again ! ” The sixth rap was as thrillingly 
emphatic as one at a spiritualistic stance, but the 
seventh was followed by another yaa-ow of a bullet 
hitting a stone, and a tiny twisted sliver of metal fell 
at Boy Jones’s rigid feet. He touched and dropped it. 
“Why, it’s quite hot,” he said. 

“That’s due to arrested motion,” said the F.R.G.S. 
“Isn’t it a funking noise, though?” 

A pause of several minutes followed, during which 
they could hear the wind and the sea and the creaking 
of the Marker’s braces. 

“He said he’d finish off with a magazine full,” the 
Marker volunteered. “I expect he’s waiting for a lull 
in the wind. Ah' here it comes!” 

It came — eleven shots slammed in at three- second 
intervals; a ricochet or two; one on the right-hand of 
the target’s framework, which rang like a bell; a couple 
that hammered the old railway ties just behind the 
bull; and another that kicked a clod into the trench, 
and key-holed up the target. The others were various 
and scattering, but all on the butt. 

“Sergeant can do better than that,” said the Marker 
critically, overhauling the target. “It was the wind put 
him off, or (he winked once again), or . . . else he 
wished to show somebody something.” 
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‘‘I heard ’em all hit,” said Boy Jones. “But I 
never heard the gun go off. Awful, I call it!” 

“Well,” said his friend, “it’s the kind of bowling 
you’ll have to face at forty-eight hours’ notice — if you’re 
lucky.” 

“It’s the key-holing that I bar,” said Boy Jones, 
following his own line of thought. The Marker put up 
his flag and ladder, and they climbed out of the trench 
into the sunshine. 

“For pity’s sake, look!” said the Marker, and stop- 
ped. “Well, well! If I ’adn’t seen it, I wouldn’t have 
credited it You poor little impident fool. The Sergeant 
will be vexed.” 

“What has happened?” said Boy Jones, rather 
shrilly. 

“He’s killed the Parson, sir!” The Marker held 
up the still kicking body of a glossy black rabbit One 
side of its head was not there. * 

“Talk of coin<r/dence!” the Marker went on. “I 
know Sergeant ’ll pretend he aimed for it. The poor 
little fool! Jumpin’ about after his own businesses and 
thinking he was safe; and then to have his head fair 
mashed off him like this. Just look at him! Well! 
Well!” 

It was anything but well with Boy Jones. He 
seemed sick. 

* * # # * 
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A week later the Friend nearly stepped on him in 
the miniature-rifle shed. He was lying at length on 
the dusty coir matting, his trousers rucked half-way to 
his knees, his sights set as for two hundred, deferentially 
asking Milligan the cripple to stand behind him and 
tell him whether he was canting. 

‘^No, you aren't now,'' said Milligan patronisingly, 
‘^but you were." 
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Since first the White Horse Banner blew free, 

By Hengist’s horde unfurled, 

Nothing has changed on land or sea 
Of the things that steer the world. 

(As it was when the long-ships scudded through the gale 
So it is where the Liners go.) 

Time and Tide, they are both m a tale 
‘‘Woe to the weaker — woe!” 

No charm can bridle the hard-mouthed wind 
Or smooth the fretting swell. 

No gift can alter the grey Sea’s mind, 

But she serves the strong man well. 

(As it is when her uttermost deeps are stirred 
So it is where the quicksands show,) 

All the waters have but one word — 

“Woe to the weaker — woe!” 

The feast is ended, the tales are told, 

The dawn is overdue, 

And we meet on the quay in the whistling cold 
Where the galley waits her crew. 
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Out with the torches, they have flared too long, 
And bid the harpers go. 

Wind and warfare have but one song — 

“Woe to the weaker — woe!” 

Hail to the great oars gathering way, 

As the beach begins to slide’ 

Hail to the war-shields’ click and play 
As they lift along our side’ 

Hail to the first wave over the bow - 
Slow for the sea-stroke! Slow! — 

All the benches are grunting now: — 

Woe lo the ivcaker — woe/*' 
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This story ts very much of the same sort a\ “ An Unqualified 
Pilot f and shows that^ when any one is really keen on his job, 
he will often find some older man who is roen keener than he, 
who will give him help and instrmtion that could not be found 
in a whole library of books Olaf Swanson* s book of ^^Road- 
Locos Repair or the Young Driver* s Vademecome,** was well 
known in the Railway sheds tn its day, and was written in the 
queerest English ei^er printed. But it told useful fat ts and, as 
you will see, saved a tram at a pinch Jt may be worth nottctng 
that young Ottley*s chance did not come to him till he had worked 
on and among engine-repairs for some five or six years and was 
well grounded zn practical knowledge of his mhject 

Young Ottley’s father came to Calcutta in 1857 
as fireman on the first locomotive ever run by the 
D.LR., which was then the largest Indian railway. All 
his life he spoke broad Yorkshire, but young Ottley, 
being bom in India, naturally talked the clipped sing- 
song that IS used by the half-castes and English-speak- 
ing natives. When he was fifteen years old the D.I.R, 
took him into their service as an apprentice in the 
Locomotive Repair Department of the Ajaibpore work- 
shops, and he became one of a gang of three or four 
white men and nine or ten natives. 
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There were scores of such gangs, each with its hoist- 
ing and overhead cranes, jack-screws, vices and lathes, 
as separate as separate shops, and their work was to 
mend locomotives and make the apprentices behave. 
But the apprentices threw nuts at one another, chalked 
caricatures of unpopular foremen on buffer-bars and 
discarded boilers, and did as little work as they pos- 
sibly could. 

They were nearly all sons of old employees, living 
with their parents in the white bungalows of Steam 
Road or Church Road or Albert Road — on the broad 
avenues of pounded brick bordered by palms and 
crotons and bougainvilleas and bamboos which made 
up the railway town of Ajaibpore. They had never seen 
the sea or a steamer, half their speech was helped out 
with native slang; they were all volunteers in the 
D.I.R.'s Railway Corps — grey with red fadngs — and 
their talk was exclusively about the Company and its 
affairs. 

They all hoped to become engine-drivers earning six 
or eight hundred a year, and therefore they despised 
all mere sit-down clerks in the Store, Audit and Traffic 
departments, and ducked them when they met at the 
Company's swimming baths. 

There were no strikes or tie-ups on the D.LR. in 
those days, for the reason that the ten or twelve thou- 
sand natives and two or three thousand whites were 
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doing their best to turn the Company's employment 
into a caste in which their sons and relatives would be 
sure of positions and pensions. Everything in India 
crystallises into a caste sooner or later — the big jute 
and cotton mills, the leather, harness and opium factories, 
the coal-mines and the dockyards, and, in years to 
come, when India begins to be heard from as one of 
the manufacturing countries of the world, the labour 
Unions of other lands will learn something about the 
beauty of caste wliich will greatly interest them. 

Those were the days when the D.I R. decided that 
it would be cheaper to employ native drivers as much 
as possible, and the Sheds," as they called the Repair 
Department, felt the change acutely; for a native driver 
could misuse his engine, they said, more curiously than 
any six monkeys. The Company had not then stand- 
ardised its rolling-stock, and this was very good for 
apprentices anxious to learn about machines, because 
there were, perhaps, twenty types of locomotives in use 
on the road. They were Hawthornes; E types; O types; 
outside cylinders; Spaulding and Cushman double-enders 
and short-run Continental-built tank engines, and many 
others. But the native drivers burned them all out im- 
partially, and the apprentices took to writing remarks in 
Bengali on the cabs of the repaired ones where the next 
driver would be sure to see them. 

Young Ottley worked at first as little as the other 
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apprentices, but liis father, who was then a pensioned 
driver, taught him a great deal about the insides of 
locomotives; and Olaf Swanson, the red-headed Swede 
who ran the Government Mail, the big Thursday express, 
from Serai Rajgara to Guldee Haut, was a great friend 
of the Ottley family, and dined with them every Friday 
night. 

Olaf was an important person, for besides being the 
best of the mail- drivers, he was Past Master of the big 
railway Masonic Lodge, “St. Duncan’s in the East,” 
Secretary of the Drivers’ Provident Association, a Cap- 
tain in the D.I R. Volunteer Corps, and, which he thought 
much more of, an Author; for he had written a book in 
a language of his own which he insisted upon calling 
English, and had printed it at his own expense at the 
ticket-printing works. 

Some of the copies were buff and green, and some 
were pinkish and blue, and some were yellow and brown ; 
for Olaf did not believe in wasting money on high-class 
white paper. Wrapping-paper was good enough for 
him, and besides, he said the colours rested the eyes 
of the reader. It was called “The Art of Road-Locos 
Repair or The Young Driver’s Vademecome,” and was 
dedicated in verse to a man of the name of Sweden- 
borg. 

It covered every qpnceivable accident that could 
happen to an engine on the road; and gave a rough- 
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and-ready remedy for each; but you had to understand 

Olaf’s written English, as well as all the technical talk 

about engines, to make head or tail of it, and you had 

also to know personally every engine on the D.LR., for 

the “Vademecome” was full of what might be called 

** locomotive allusions,” which concerned the D.LR. only. 

Otherwise, it would, as some great locomotive designer 

once said, have been a classic and a text-book. 

Olaf was immensely proud of it, and would pin 

young Ottley in a corner and make him learn whole 

pages — it was written all in questions and answers — 

* »» 

by heart. 

^^Never mind what she means,'' Olaf would shout. 
“You learn her ^^word-perfect, and she will help you in 
the Sheds. I drive the Mail , — the mail of all India, — 
and what I write and say is true.” 

“But I do not wish to learn the book,” said young 
Ottley, who thought he saw quite enough of locomotives 
in business hours. 

“You shall learn! I haf great friendship for your 
father, and so 1 shall teach you whether you like it 
or not.” 

Young Ottley submitted, for he was really fond of 
old Olaf, and at the end of six months’ teaching in 
Oiaf’s peculiar way began to see that the “Vademecome” 
was a very valuable help in l^e repair sheds, when 
broken-down engines of a new type came in. Olaf gave 
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him a copy bound in cartridge paper and hedged round 
the margins with square-headed manuscript notes, each 
line the result of years of experience and accidents. 

There is nothing in this book,’' said Olaf, “that I 
have not tried in my time, and I say that the engine 
is like the body of a man. So long as there is steam 
— the life, you see, — so long, if you know how, you can 
make her move a little, — so’” He waggled his hand 
slowly. “Till a man is dead or the engine she is at the 
bottom of a river, you can do something with her. 
Remember that! I say it and I know\” 

He repaid young Ottley’s time and attention by 
using his influence to get him made a Sergeant in his 
Company, and young Ottley, being a ^ keen Volunteer 
and a good shot, stood well with the D.I.R. in the matter 
of casual leave. When repairs were light in the Sheds 
and the honour of the D.I.R. was to be upheld at some 
far-away station against the, men of Agra or Bandikui, 
the narrow-gauge railway-towns of the west, young Ottley 
would contrive to get away, and help to uphold it on 
the glaring dusty rifle-ranges of those parts. 

A ’prentice never dreamed of paying for his ticket 
on any line m India, least of all when he was in uniform, 
and young Ottley was practically as free of the Indian 
railway system as any member of the Supreme Legis- 
lative Council who wore a golden General Pass on his 
watch-chain and could ride where he chose. 
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Late in September of his nineteenth year he went 
north on one of his cup-hunting excursions, elegantly 
and accurately dressed, with one-eighth of one inch of 

white collar showing above his grey uniform stock and 

% 

his Martini-Henry rifle polished to match his sergeant’s 
sword in the rack above him. 

The rains were out, and in Bengal that means a 
good deal to the railways; for the rain falls for three 
months lavishly, till the whole country is one sea, and 
the snakes take refuge on the embankment, and the 
racing floods puff out the brick ballast from under the 
iron ties, and leave the rails hanging in graceful loops. 
Then the trains run as they can, and the permanent- 
way inspectors gpend their nights flourishing about in 
hand-carts pushed by coolies over the dislocated metals, 
and everybody is covered with the fire-red rash of prickly 
heat, and loses his temper. 

Young Ottley was used to these things from birth. 
All he regretted was that his friends along the line were 
so draggled and dripping and sulky that they could 
not appreciate his gorgeousness; for he considered him- 
self very consoling to behold when he cocked his helmet 
over one eye and puffed the rank smoke of native-made 
cigars through his nbstnls. Until night fell he lay out 
on his bunk, in his shirt sleeves, reading the works of 
G. W. R, Reynolds, which were sold on all the railway 
bookstalls, and dozing at intervals. 
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Then he found they were changing engines at Guldee 
Haut, and old Rustomjee, a Parsee, was the new driver, 
with Number Forty m hand. Young Ottley took this 
opportunity to go forward and tell Rustomjee exactly 
what they thought of him in the Sheds, where the 
'prentices had been repairing some of his carelessness 
in the way of a dropped crown-sheet, the result of in- 
attention and bad stoking. 

Rustomjee said he had bad luck with engines, and 
young Ottley went back to his carriage and slept. He 
was waked by a bang, a bump, and a jar, and saw on 
the opposite bunk a subaltern who was travelling 
north with a detachment of some twenty English 
soldiers. 

What's that?" said the subaltern. 

Rustomjee has blown her up, perhaps," said young 
Ottley, and dropped out into the wet, the subaltern at 
his heels. They found Rustomjee sitting by the side of 
the line, nursing a scalded foot and crying aloud that 
he was a dead man, while the gunner-guard — who is a 
kind of extra-hand — looked respectfully at the roaring, 
hissing machine. 

*‘What has happened?" said young Ottley, by the 
light of the gunner- guard’s lantern. 

Phut gya (She has gone smash)," said Rustomjee, 
still hopping. 

“Without doubt; but where?" 
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** Khuda jalmiaf (God knows). I am a poor man. 
Number Forty is broke.” 

Young Ottley jumped into the cab and turned off 
all the steam he could find, for there was a good deal 
escaping. Then he took the lantern and dived under 
the drive-wheels, where he lay face up, investigating 
among spurts of hot water. 

‘‘Doocid plucky,” said the subaltern. shouldn’t 
like to do that myself. What’s gone wrong?” 

“Cylinder-head blown off, coupler-rod twisted, and 
several more things. She is very badly wrecked. Oah, 
yes, she is a tottal wreck,” said young Ottley between 
the spokes of the right-hand driver. 

“Awkward,” said the subaltern, turning up his coat- 
collar in the wet. “What’s to be done, then?” 

Young Ottley came out, a rich black all over his 
grey uniform with the red facings, and drummed on 
his teeth with his finger-nails, while the rain fell and 
the native passengers shouted questions and old 
Rustomjee told the gunner-guard to walk back six or 
seven miles and wire to some one for help. 

“I cannot swim,” said the gunner-guard. “Go and 
lie down.” And that, as you might say, settled that. 
Besides, as far as one could see by the light of the 
gunner-guard’s lantern, all Bengal was flooded. 

“Olaf Swanson will be at Serai Rajgara with the 
Mail. He will be particularly angry,” said young Ottley. 
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Then he ducked under the engine again with a flare- 
lamp and sat cross-legged, considering things and 
wishing he had brought his “Vadeiiiecome” in his 
valise. 

Number Forty was an old reconstructed Mutiny 
engine, with Frenchified cock-nosed cylinders and a 
profligate allowance of underpinning. She had been 
through the Sheds several times, and young Ottley, 
though he had never worked on her, had heard much 
about her, but nothing to her credit. 

“You can lend me some men?” he said at last to 
the subaltern. “Then I think we shall disconnect her 
this side, and perhaps, notwithstanding, she will move. 
We will try — eh?” 

“Of course we will. Hi! Sergeant!” said the sub- 
altern. “Turn out the men here and do what this — 
this officer tells you.” 

“Officer!” said one of the privates, under his 
breath. “’Didn’t think Pd enlisted to serve under a 
Sergeant o’ Volunteers. ’Ere’s a ’orrible street accident. 
’Looks like mother’s tea-kettle broke. What d’yer ex- 
pect us to do, Mister Civilian Sergeant?” 

Young Ottley explained his plan of campaign while 
he was ravaging Rustomjee’s tool-chest, and then the 
men crawled and knelt and levered and pushed and 
hauled and turned spanners under the engine, as young 
Ottley told them. What he wanted was to disconnect 

13 * 
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the right cylinder altogether, and get off a badly 
twisted coupler-rod. Practically Number Forty's right 
side was paralysed, and they pulled away enough iron- 
mongery there to build a culvert with. 

Young Ottley remembered that the instructions for 
a case like this were all in the ^^Vademecome,” but 
even he began to feel a little alarmed as he saw what 
came away from the engine and was stacked by the 
side of the line. After forty minutes of the hardest 
kind of work it seemed to him that everything movable 
was cleared out, and that he might venture to give her 
steam. She leaked and sweated and shook, but she 
moved — in a grinding sort of way — and the soldiers 
cheered. 

Rustomjee flatly refused to help in an3^hing so re- 
volutionary as driving an engine on one cylinder, be- 
cause, he said, Heaven had decreed that he should al- 
ways be unlucky, even with sound machines. Moreover, 
as he pointed out, the pressure-gauge was jumping up 
and down like a bottle-imp. The stoker had long since 
gone away into the night; for he was a prudent man. 

“Doocid queer thing altogether," said the subaltern, 
“but look here, if you like, I’ll chuck on the coals and 
you can dnve the old jigamaroo, if she’ll go." 

“Perhaps she will blow up," said the gunner-guard. 

“’Shouldn’t at all wonder by the sound of her. 
Where’s the shovel?" said the subaltern. 
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“Oah no. She’s all raight according to my book, I 
think,” said young Ottley. ^^Now we will go to Serai 
Rajgara — if she moves.” 

She moved with long ssgkee^ ssgheesi of exhaustion 
and lamentation. She moved quite seven miles an hour, 
and — for the floods were all over the line — the stagger- 
ing voyage began. 

The subaltern stoked four shovels to the minute, 
spreading them thin, and Number Forty made noises 
like a dying cow, and young Ottley discovered that it 
was one thing to run a healthy switching-locomotive 
up and down the yards for fun when the head of the 
yard wasn’t looking, and quite another to drive a very 
sick one over an unknown road in absolute darkness 
and tropic rain. But they felt their way along with 
their hearts in their mouths till they came to a dis- 
tant signal, and whistled frugally, having no steam to 
spare. 

“This might be Serai Rajgara,” said young Ottley, 
hopefully. 

“’Looks more like the Suez Canal,” said the sub- 
altern. “I say, when an engine kicks up that sort of a 
noise she’s a little impatient, isn’t she?” 

“That sort of noise” was a full-powered, furious 
yelling whistle half a mile up the line. 

“That is the Down Mail,” said young Ottley. “We 
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have delayed Olaf two hours and forty-five minutes. 
She must surely be in Serai Rajgara.” 

“’Don’t wonder she wants to get out of it,” said the 
subaltern. “Golly, what a country!” 

The line here dipped bodily under water, and young 
Ottley sent the gunner-guard on to find the switch to 
let Number Forty into the siding. Then he followed 
and drew up with a doleful imp ' wop f wop ' by the side 
of the great forty-five-ton, six-wheel, coupled, eighteen- 
inch inside-cylinder Number Twenty-five, all paint and 
lacquer, standing roaring at the head of the Down 
Mail. The rest was all water — flat, level and solid from 
one point of the horizon to the other. 

Olaf’s red beard Hared like a danger-signal, and as 
soon as they were in range some knobby pieces of 
Giridih coal whizzed past young Ottley ’s head. 

“’Your friend very mad?” said the subaltern, 
ducking. 

“Aah!” roared Olaf. “This is the fifth time you 
make delay. Three hours’ delay you make me — Swanson 
— the Mail! Now I will lose more time to break your 
head.” He swung on to the foot-board of Number Forty, 
with a shovel in one hand. 

“Olaf!” cried young Ottley, and Olaf nearly tumbled 
backward. “Rustomjee is behind.” 

“Of course. He always is. But you? How you 
come here?” 
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<*Oah, we smashed up. I have disconnected her 
and arrived here on one cylinder, by your book. We 
are only a — a diagram of an engine, I think.” 

*‘My book! My very good book’ My ‘Vademecome’l 
Ottley, you are a fine driver. I forgive my delays. It 
was worth. Oh, my book, my book!” and Olaf leapt 
back to Number Twenty-five, shouting things about 
Swedenborg and steam. 

“Thatt IS all right,” said young Ottley, “but where 
is Serai Rajgara? We want assistance.” 

“There is no Serai Rajgara. The water is two feet 
on the embankment, and the telegraph office is fell 
in. I will report at Purnool Road. Good-night, good 
boy ’ ” 

The Mail train splashed out into the dark, and 
Ottley made great haste to let off his steam and draw 
his fire. Number Forty had done enough for that 
night. 

“Odd chap, that friend of yours,” said the subaltern, 
when Number Forty stood empty and disarmed in the 
gathering waters. “What do we do now? Swim?” 

“Oah, no! At ten-forty-five thiss morning that is 
coming, an engine will perhaps arrive from Pumool 
Road and take us north. Now we will he down and 
go to sleep. You see there u no Serai Rajgara. You 
could get a cup of tea here once on a time.” 

“Oh, my Aunt, what a country!” said the subaltern, 
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as he followed Ottley to the carriage and lay down on 
the leather bunk. 

For the next three weeks Olaf Swanson talked to 
everybody of nothing but his "Vademecome” and young 
Ottley. What he said about his book does not matter, 
but the compliments of a mail-driver are things to be 
repeated, as they were, to people in high authority, the 
masters of many engines. So young Ottley was sent 
for, and he came from the Sheds buttoning his jacket 
and wondering which of his sins had been found out 
this lime. 

It was a loop line near Ajaibpore, where he could 
by no possibility come to harm. It was light but 
steady traffic, and a first-class superintendent was in 
charge; but it was a driver's billet, and permanent after 
six months. As a new engine was on order for the 
loop, the foreman of the Sheds told young Ottley he 
might look through the stalls and suit himself. 

He waited, boiling with impatience, till Olaf came 
in, and the two went off together, old Olaf clucking, 
^*IxK)k! Look! Look!” like a hen, all down the Sheds, 
and they chose a nearly new Hawthorne, No. 239, which 
Olaf highly recommended. Then Olaf went away, to 
give young Ottley his chance to order her to the clean- 
ing-pit, and jerk his thumb at the cleaner and say, as 
he turned magnificently on his heel, “Thursday, eight 
o’clock. Mallum? ’Understand?” 
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That was almost the proudest moment of his life. 
The very proudest was when he pulled out of Atami 
Junction through the brick-field on the way to his loop, 
and passed the Down Mail, with Olaf in the cab. 

They say in the Sheds that you could have heard 
Number Two hundred and Thirty-nine’s whistle from 
Raneegunge clear to Calcutta, 
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When, witli a pain he desires to explain to the multitude, 
Baby howls 

Himself black in the face, toothlessly striving to curse; 

And the six-months-old Mothei begins to in(]uire of the 
Gods if it may be 

Tummy, or Temper, or Pins — what does the adequate 
Nurse? 

See ’ At one turn of her head the trouble is guessed , 
and, thereafter. 

She juggles (unscared by his throes) with drops of hot 
water and spoons, 

Till the hiccoughs are broken by smiles, and the smiles 
pucker up into laughter, 

And he lies o’er her shoulder and crows, and she, as she 
nurses him, croons’ 

When, at the head of the grade, tumultuous out of the 
cutting. 

Pours the belated Express, roars at the night, and draws 
clear, 
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Redly obscured or displayed by her fire-door’s opening 
and shutting — 

Symbol of strength under stress — what does her small 
engineer? 

Clamour and darkness encircle his way. Do they deafen 
or blind him? 

No’ — nor the pace he must keep. He, being used to 
these things, 

Placidly follows his work, which is laying his mileage 
behind him. 

While his passengers trustfully sleep, and he, as he handles 
her, sings’ 

When, with the gale at her heel, the barque lies down 
and recovers — 

Rolling through forty degrees, combing the stars with her 
tops, 

What says the man at the wheel, holding her straight as 
she hovers 

On the summits of wind-screening seas, steadying her as 
she drops? 

Behind him the blasts without check from the Pole to 
the Tropic, pursue him, 

Heaving up, heaping high, slamming home, the surges 
he must not regard: 
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Beneath him the crazy wet deck, and all Ocean on end 
to undo him; 

Above hun one desperate sail, thnce-reefed but still 
buckling the yard! 

Under his hand fleet the spokes and return, to be held 
or set free again; 

And she bows and makes shift to obey their behest, till 
the master-wave comes 

And her gunnel goes under in thunder and smokes, and 
she chokes in the trough of the sea again — 

Ere she can lift and make way to its crest, and he, as 
he nurses her, hums! 

These have so utterly tnasieted their work that they work 
without thinking; 

Holding three- fifths of then biain in reserve for whatever 
betide. 

So, when catastrophe threatens, of colic, collision or sinkings 

They shunt the full gear into train, and take the small 
thing in their stride. 
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*Tt is a queer name,” Mrs. Strickland admitted, “and 
none of our family have ever borne it; but, you see, he 
zs the first man to us.” 

So he was called Adam, and to that world about 
him he was the first of men — a man-child alone. Heaven 
sent him no Eve for a companion, but all earth, horse 
and foot, was at his feet. As soon as he was old enough 
to appear in public he held a levee, and Strickland’s 
sixty policemen, with their sixty clanking sabres, bowed 
to the dust before him. When his fingers closed a little 
on Imam Din’s sword-hilt they rose and roared till Adam 
roared too, and was withdrawn. 

“Now that was no cry of fear,” said Imam Dm 
afterwards, speaking to his companion in the Police 
lines. “He was angry — and so young! Brothers, he 
will make a very strong Police officer.” 

“Does theMemsahib nurse him?” said a new recruit, 
the dye-smell not yet out of his yellow cotton uniform. 

“Ho!’' said an up-country Naik scornfully; “it has 
not been known for more than ten days that my woman 
nurses him.” He curled his moustaches as lordly as 
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ever an Inspector could afford to do, for he knew that 
the husband of the foster-mother of the son of the 
District Superintendent of Police was a man of con- 
sideration. 

am glad,” said Imam Din, loosening his belt. 
“Those who drink our blood become of our own blood, 
and I have seen, in those thirty years, that the sons 
of Sahibs once being born here return when they are 
men. Yes, they return after they have been to Belait 
(Europe).” 

“And what do they in Belait?” asked the recruit 
respectfully. 

“Get instruction — which thou hast not,” returned the 
Naik. “Also they drink of belatiee-panee (soda-water) 
enough to give them that devil’s restlessness which 
endures for all their lives. Whence we of Hind have 
trouble.” 

“My father’s uncle,” said Imam Din slowly, with 
importance, “was Ressaldar of the Long Coat Horse; 
and the Empress called him to Europe in the year 
that she had accomplished fifty years of rule, //e said 
(and there were also other \vitnesses) that the Sahibs 
there drink only common water even as do we; and 
that the helaitee-panee does not run m all their rivers.” 

“He said that there was a Slush Mahal — a glass 
palace — half a mile in length, and that the rail-train 
ran under roads; and that there are boats bigger than 
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a village. He is a great talker.” The Naik spoke scom> 
fully. He had no well-born uncles. 

** He is at least a man of good birth,” said Imam 
Din, and the Naik was silent. 

^‘Ho! Ho!” Imam Din reached out to his pipe, 
chuckling till his fat sides shook again. Strickland 
Sahib’s foster-mother was the wife of a gardener in the 
Ferozepur district. I was a young man then. This 
child also will be suckled here and he will have double 
wisdom, and when he is a Police officer it will be very 
bad for the thieves in this part of the world. Ho! Ho!” 

“Strickland Sahib’s butler has said,” the Naik went 
on, “that they will call him Adam — and no jaw- splitting 
English name. Udaam. The padre will name him at 
their church in due time.” 

“Who can tell the ways of Sahibs? Now Strickland 
Sahib knows more of the Faith than ever I had time to 
learn — prayers, charms, names and stories of the Blessed 
Ones. Yet he is not a Mussulman,” said Imam Din 
thoughtfully. 

“For the reason that he knows as much of the gods 
of Hindustan, and so he rides with a rein in each 
hand. Remember that he sat under the Baba Atal, a 
faquir among faquits, for ten days; whereby a man 
came to be hanged for the murder of a dancing girl 
on the night of the great earthquake,” the Naik replied. 

“True — it is true. And yet — the Sahibs are one 
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day so wise — and another so foolish. But he has 
named the child wdl; Adam. Huzrut Adam. Ho! 
Ho! Father Adam we must call him.^^ 

“And all who minister to the child,” said the Naik 
quietly, but with meaning, “will come to great honour.” 

Adam throve, being prayed over before the Gods 
of at least three creeds, in a garden almost as fair as 
Eden. There were gigantic clumps of bamboos that 
talked continually, and enormous plantains, trees on 
whose soft, paper skm he could scratch with his nails; 
green domes of mango-trees as huge as the dome of 
St PauVs, full of parrots as big as cassowaries and grey 
squirrels the size of foxes. At the end of the garden 
stood a hedge of flaming poinsettias higher than any- 
thmg in the world, because, child-like, Adam’s eye 
could not carry to the tops of the mango-trees. Their 
green went out against the blue sky, but the .red poin- 
settias he could just see. A nurse who talked continually 
about snakes and pulled him back from this mouth of 
a fascinating dry well, and a mother who believed that 
the sun hurt little heads, were the only drawbacks to 
this loveliness. But, as his legs grew under hun, he 
found that by scaling an enormous rampart — three feet 
of broken-down mud wall at the end of the garden — 
he could come into a ready-made kingdom, where 
every one was his s^ave. Imam Dm showed him the 
way one evening, and the Police troopers, cooking their 
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supper, received him with rapture, and gave him pieces 
of very indigestible, but altogether delightful, spiced 
bread. 

Here he sat or sprawled in the horse*feed where 
the Police were picketed in a double line, and he 
named them, men and beasts together, according to 
his ideas and experiences, as his First Father had done 
before him. In those days eveiything had a name, from 
the mud mangers to the heehropes, for things were 
people to Adam exactly as people are things to folk in 
their second childhood. Through all the conferences — 
one hand twisted into Imam Din’s beard, and the other 
on his polished belt buckle — there were two other 
people who came and went across the talk — Death and 
Sickness — persons greater than Imam Din, and stronger 
than the heel-roped horses. There was Mata, the small- 
pox, a woman in some way connected with pigs, and 
Heza, the cholera, a black man, according to Adam; 
and Booka, starvation; and Kismet, who settled all 
questions, from the untimely choking of a pet mungoose 
in the kitchen- drain to the absence of a young Police- 
man who once missed a parade and never came back. 
It was all very wonderful .to Adam, but not worth much 
thinking over; for a child’s mind is bounded by his 
eyes exactly as a horse’s view of the road is limited by 
his blinkers. Between all these objectionable shadowy 
vagrants stood a ring of kind faces and strong arms, 
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and Mata and Heza would never touch Adam, the first 
of men. Kismet might do so, because — and this was a 
mystery no staring into his looking-glass would solve — 
Kismet was written, like Police orders for the day, in 
or on Adam’s head. Imam Din could not explain how 
this might be, and it was from that grey, fat Mohamme- 
dan that Adam learned through every inflection the 
Khuda jhanta (God knows!) that settles everything in 
the mind of Asia. 

Beyond the fact that “Khuda” *(God) was a very 
good man and kept lions, Adam’s theology did not run 
far. Mrs. Strickland tried to teach him a few facts, but 
he revolted at the story of Genesis as untrue. A turtle, 
he said, upheld the world, and one-half the adventures 
of Huzrut Nu (Father Noah) had never been told. If 
Mamma wanted to hear them she must ask Imam 
Din. 

“It’s awful,” said Mrs. Strickland, half crying, “to 
think of his growing up like a little heathen.” Mrs. 
Strickland had been born and brought up in England, 
and did not quite understand Eastern things. 

“Let him alone,” said Strickland. “He’ll grow 
out of it all, or it will only come back to him in 
dreams.” 

“Are you sure?” said his wife. 

“Quite. I was sent home when I was seven, and 
they flicked it out of me with a wet towel at Harrow. 
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Public schools don’t encourage anything that isn’t quite 
English.” 

Mrs. Strickland shuddered, for she had been trying 
not to think of the separation that follows motherhood 
in India, and makes life there, for all that is written 
to the contrary, not quite the most desirable thing in 
the world. Adam trotted out to hear about more 
miracles, and his nurse must have worried him be- 
yond bounds, for she came back weeping, saying that 
Adam Baba was in danger of being eaten alive by wild 
horses. 

As a matter of fact he had shaken off Juma by 
bolting between a couple of picketed horses, and lying 
down under their bellies. That they were old personal 
friends of his, Juma did not understand, nor Strickland 
either. Adam was settled at ease wdien his father ar- 
rived, breathless and white, and the stallions put back 
their ears and squealed. 

‘^If you come here,” said Adam, “they will hit you 
kicks. Tell Juma I have eaten my rice, and I wish to 
be alone.” 

“Come out at once,” said Strickland, for the horses 
were beginning to paw. 

“Why should I obey Juma’s order? She is afraid 
of horses.” 

“It is not Juma’s order. It is mine. Obey!” 

“Ho*” said Adam. “Juma did not tell me that”; 

H* 
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and he crawled out on all-fours among the shod feet. 
Mrs. Strickland was crying bitterly with fear and 
excitement, and as a sacrifice to the home gods 
Adam had to be whipped. He said with perfect jus- 
tice — 

“There was no order that I should not sit with the 
horses, and they are my horses. Why is there this 
tamasha (fuss)?” 

Strickland’s face showed him that the whipping 
was coming, and the child turned white. Mother-like, 
Mrs. Strickland left the room, but Juma, the foster- 
mother, stayed to see. 

“Am I to be whipped here?” he gasped. 

“Of course.” 

“Before that woman? Father, I am a man — I am 
not afiaid It is my izzat — my honour.” 

Strickland only laughed — (to this day I cannot 
imagine what possessed him), and gave Adam the little 
tap-tap with a riding cane that was whipping sufficient 
for his years. 

When it was all over, Adam said quietly, “I am 
little and you are big. If I had stayed among my horse- 
folk I should not have been whipped. You are afraid 
to go there.” 

The merest chance led me to Strickland’s house 
that afternoon. When I was half-way down the drive 
Adam passed me without recognition, at a fast run. I 
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caught one glimpse of his face under his big hat, and 
it was the face of his father as I had once seen it in the 
grey of the morning when it bent over a leper. 1 caught 
the child by the shoulder. 

‘‘Let me go!” he screamed; though he and I were 
the best of friends, as a rule. “Let me go!” 

“Where to, Father Adam?” He was quivering like 
a haltered colt 

“To the well. I have been beaten. I have been 
beaten before a woman ! Let me go ! ” He tried to bite 
my hand. 

“That is a small matter,” I said. “Men are born 
to beatings,” 

*'Tkou hast never been beaten,” he said savagely 
(we were talking in the native tongue). 

“Indeed I have; times past counting.” 

“Before women?” ^ 

“My mother and my ayah saw. By women, too, 
for that matter. What of it?” 

“What didst thou do?” He stared beyond my 
shoulder up the long dnve. 

“It is long ago, and I have forgotten. I was older 
than thou art; but even then I forgot, and now the 
thing is only a jest to be talked of” 

Adam drew one big breath and broke down utterly in 
my arms. Then he raised his head, and his eyes were 
Strickland's eyes when Strickland gave orders. 
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‘*Hol Imam 

The fat orderly seemed to spiing out of the earth 
at our feet, crashing through the bushes, and standing 
at attention. 

“Hast thou ever been beaten?” said Adam. 

“Assuredly. By my father when I was thirty years 
old. He beat me with a plough-beam before all the 
women of the village.” 

“Wherefore?” 

“Because I had returned to the village on leave 
fiom the Government service, and said of the village 
elders that they had not seen the world. Hierefore he 
beat me to show that no seeing of the world changes 
father and son.” 

“And thou?” 

“I stood up to the beating He was my father.” 

“Good,” said Adam, and tift-ned on his heel without 
another word. 

Imam Din looked after him. “An elephant breeds 
but once in a lifetime, but he breeds elephants Yet, I 
am glad I am no father of tuskers,” said he. 

“What IS it all?” I asked. 

“His father beat him with a whip no bigger than a 
reed. But the child could not have done what he desired 
to do without leaping through me. And I am of some 
few pounds weight. Look!” 

Imam Dm stepped back through the bushes, and the 
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pressed grass showed that he had been lying curled 
round the mouth of the dry well. 

<‘When there was talk of beating, I knew that one 
who sat among horses such as ours was not like to kiss 
his father’s hand. He might have done away with him- 
self. So I lay down in this place.” We stood still look- 
ing at the well-curb 

Adam came along the garden path to us. “I 
have spoken to my father,” he said simply. “Imam 
Din, tell thy Naik that his woman is dismissed my 
service ” 

^^Huzoorf (Youi Highness’)” said Imam Din, stoop- 
ing low. 

“For no hiult of hers.” 

“Protector of the Poor’” 

“And to-day.” 

“ KhodaiDimd ' (Heaven-boi n ’) ” 

“It IS an order. Go’” 

Again the salute, and Imam Din departed, with that 
same set of the back which he wore when he had taken 
an order from Strickland. I thought that it would be 
well to go too, but Strickland beckoned me from the 
verandah. When I came up he was perfectly white, 
rocking to and fro in his chair. 

“Do you know he was going to chuck himself down 
the well — because I tapped him just now?” he said 
helplessly. 
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“I ought to,” I replied. "He has just dismissed his 
nurse — on his own authority, I suppose?” 

"He told me just now that he wouldn’t have her for 
a nurse any more. I never supposed he meant it for an 
instant I suppose she’ll have to go.” 

Now Strickland, the Police officer, was feared through 
the length and breadth of the Punjab by murderers, 
horse-thieves, and cattle-lifters. 

Adam returned, halting outside the verandah. 

"I have sent Juma away because she saw that — that 
which happened. Until she is gone I do not come into 
the house,” he said. 

"But to send away thy foster-mother!” said Strick- 
land with reproach. 

"/ do not send her away. It is thy blame,” and the 
small forefinger was pointed to Strickland. "I will not 
obey her. I will not eat from her hand. I will not 
sleep with her. Send her away!” 

Strickland stepped out and lifted the child into the 
verandah. 

"This folly has lasted long enough,” he said. "Come 
now and be wise.” 

"I am little and you are big,” said Adam between 
set teeth. "You can beat me before this man or cut 
me to pieces. But I will not have Juma for my ayah 
any more. She saw me beaten. I will not eat till she 
goes. I swear it by — my father’s head.” 
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Strickland sent him indoors to his mother, and we 
could hear sounds of weeping and Adam’s voice saying 
nothing more than *‘Send Juma away!” Presently Juma 
came in and wept too, and Adam repeated, ‘‘It is no 
fault of thine, but go!” 

And the end of it was that Juma went with all her 
belongings, and Adam fought his own way into his little 
clothes until the new ayah came. His address of wel- 
come to her was rather amazing. In a few words it 
ran: “If I do wrong, send me to my father. If you 
strike me, I will try to kill you. I do not wish my ayah 
to play with me. Go and eat rice*” 

From that Adam forswore the society of ayahs and 
small native boys as much as a small boy can, confining 
himself to Imam Dm and his friends of the Police. The 
Naik, Juma’s husband, had been presuming not a little 
on his position, and when Adam’s favour was withdrawn 
from his wife he thought it best to apply for a transfer 
to another post. There were too many companions 
anxious to report his shortcomings to Strickland. 

Towards his father Adam kept a guarded neutrality. 
There was not a touch of sulkiness in it, for the child’s 
temper was as clear as a bell. But the difference and 
the politeness worried Strickland. 

If the Policemen had loved Adam before the affair 
of the well, they worshipped him now. 

“He knows what honour means,” said Imam Din. 
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*‘He has justified himself upon a point thereof. He has 
carried an order through his father^s household as a 
child of the Blood might do. Therefore he is not alto- 
gether a child any longer. Wah^ He is a tiger’s cub.” 
The next time that Adam made his little unofficial 
inspection of the lines, Imam Din, and, by consequence, 
all the others, stood upon their feet with their hands 
to their sides, instead of calling out from where they 
lay, “Salaam, Babajee,” and other disrespectful things. 

But Strickland took counsel with his wife, and she 
with the cheque-book and their lean bank account, and 
they decided that Adam must go ‘‘home” to his aunts. 
But England is not home to a child who has been born 
m India, and it never becomes home-like unless he 
spends all his youth there. Their bank book showed 
that if they economised through the summer by going 
to a cheap hill-station instead of to Simla (where Mrs. 
Strickland’s parents lived, and where Strickland might 
be noticed by the Government) they could send Adam 
home in the next spring. It would be hard pinching, 
but it could be done. 

Dalhousie was chosen as being the cheajiest of the 
hill-stations; — Dalhousie and a little five-roomed cottage 
full of mildew, tucked away among the rhododendrons. 

Adam had been to Simla three or four times, and 
knew by name most of the drivers on the road there, 
but this new place disquieted him. He came to me for 
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information, his hands deep in his knickerbocker pockets, 
walking step for step as his father walked. 

There will be none of my bhai-bund (brotherhood) 
up there,*’ he said disconsolately, ‘‘and they say that I 
must lie still in a doolie (palanquin) for a day and a 
night, being carried like a sheep. I wish to take some 
of my mounted men to Dalhousie.” 

I told him that there was a small boy, called Victor, 
at Dalhousie, who had a calf for a pet, and was allowed 
to play with it on the public roads After that Adam 
could not sufficiently hurry the packing 

“First,” said he, “I shall ask that man Victor to 
let me play with the cow’s child. If he is mu^gra (ill- 
conditioned), I shall tell my Policemen to take it away,” 

“But that is unjust,” said Strickland, “and there is 
no order that the Police should do injustice.” 

“When the Government pay is not sufficient, and 
low-caste men are promoted, what caii an honest man 
do?” Adam replied, in the very touch and accent of 
Imam Din, and Strickland’s eyebrows went up. 

“You talk too much to the Police, my son,” he said. 

“Always. About everything,” said Adam promptly. 
“They say that when I am an officer 1 shall know as 
much as my father.” 

“God forbid, little one!” 

“They say, too, that you are as clever as Shaitan 
(the Evil One), to know thmgs.” 
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“They say that, do they?” and Strickland looked 
pleased. His pay was small, but he had his reputation, 
and it was dear to him. 

“They say also — not to me, but to one another when 
they eat rice behind the wall — that in your own heart 
you esteem yourself as wise as Suleiman (Solomon), who 
was cheated by Shaitan.” 

This time Strickland did not look so pleased. Adam, 
in all innocence, launched into a long story about Sulei- 
man-bin-Daoud, who once, out of vanity, pitted his wits 
against Shaitan, and because God was not on his side 
Shaitan sent “a little devil of low caste,” as Adam put 
it, who cheated him utterly and put him to shame 
before “all the other Kings.” 

“By Gum!” said Strickland, when the tale was done, 
and went away, while Adam took me to task for laughing 
at Imam Din’s stories. I did not wonder that he was 
called Huzrut Adam, for he looked old as all time in 
his grave childhood, sitting cross-legged, his battered 
little helmet far at the back of his head, his forefinger 
wagging up and down, native fashion, and the wisdom 
of serpents on his unconscious lips. 

That May he went up to Dalhou^e with his mother, 
and in those days the journey ended in fifty or sixty 
miles of uphill travel in a doolie or palanquin along a 
road winding through the Himalayas. Adam sat in the 
doolie with his mother, and Strickland rode and tied 
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with me, a spare doolie following. The march began 
after we got out of the train at Pathankot, in a wet hot 
night among the rice and poppy fields. 

II 

It was all new to Adam, and he had opinions to 
advance — notably about a fish that jumped in a wayside 
pond. '*Now I know,’’ he shouted, “how God puts them 
there’ First He makes them up above and then He 
drops them down. That was a new one.” Then, lifting 
his head to the stars, he cried: “Oh, God, do it again, 
but slowly, so that I, Adam, may see.” 

But nothing happened, and the doolie-bearers lit 
the noisome, dripping rag-torches, and Adam’s eyes 
shone big in the dancing light, and we smelt the dry 
dust of the plains that we were leaving after eleven 
months’ hard work. 

At stated times the men ceased their drowsy, grunting 
tune, and sat down for a smoke. Between the guttering 
of their water-pipes we could hear the cries of the beasts 
of the night, and the wind stirring in the folds of the 
mountain ahead. At the changing-station the voice of 
Adam, the First of Men, would be lifted to rouse the 
sleepers in the huts till the fresh relay of bearers sham- 
bled from their cots and the relief pony with them. 

Then we would re-form and go on, and by the 
time the moon rose Adam was asleep, and there was 
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no sound in the night except the grunting of the men, 
the husky murmur of some river a thousand feet down 
in the valley, and the squeaking of Strickland’s saddle. 
So we went up from date-palm to deodar, till the dawn 
wind came round a corner all fresh from the snows, 
and we snuffed it. I heard Strickland say, “Wife, my 
overcoat, please,” and Adam, fretfully, “Where is Dal- 
housie and the cow’s child?” Then I slept till Strick- 
land turned me out of the warm doolie at seven o’clock 
and I stepped into all the splendour of a cool Hill day, 
the Plains sweltering twenty miles back and four thousand 
feet below. Adam w'aked too, and needs must ride in 
front of me to ask a million questions, and shout at the 
monkeys and clap his hands when the painted pheasants 
bolted acioss our road, and hail every woodcutter and 
drover and pilgrim within sight, till we halted for 
breakfast at a rest house After that, being a child, he 
went out to play with a tram of bullock-drivers halted 
by the roadside, and we had to chase him out of a 
native liquor shop, where he was bai gaming with a 
native seven -year -old for a parrot in a bamboo 
cage. 

Said he, wriggling on my pommel as we went on 
again, “There were four men behosh (insensible) at the 
back of that house. Wherefore do men grow behosh 
from drinking?” 

“It is the nature of the waters,” I said, and, calling 
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back, **Strick, what’s that grog-shop doing so close to 
the road? It’s a temptation to any one’s servants.” 

“Dunno,” said a sleepy voice in the doolie. “This 
is Kennedy’s District. ’Twasn’t here in my time.” 

“Truly the waters smell bad,” Adam went on. “I 
smelt them, but I did not get the parrot even for six 
annas. The woman of the house gave me a love gift 
that I found playing near the verandah.” 

“And what was the gift, Father Adam?” 

“A nose- ring for my ayah. Che’ Ohe’ Look at 
that camel with the muzzle on his nose!” 

A string of loaded camels came cruising round the 
corner as a fleet rounds a cape. 

“Ho, Malik’ Why does not a camel salaam like 
an elephant? His neck is long enough,” Adam cried. 

“The Angel Jibrail made him a fool at the be- 
ginning,” said the driver, as he swayed on the top of 
the leading beast, and laughtei ran all along the line 
of red-bearded men. 

“That IS true,” said Adam solemnly, and they 
laughed again. 

At last, in the late afternoon, we came to Dalhousie, 
the loveliest of the hill -stations, and separated, Adam 
hardly able to be restrained from setting out at once 
to find Victor and the “cow’s child.” I found them 
both, something to my trouble, next morning. The 
two young sinners had a calf on a tight rope just at a 
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sharp turn in the Mall,* and were pretending that he 
was a raja’s elephant who had gone mad; and they 
shouted with delight. Then we began to talk, and 
Adam, by way of crushing Victor’s repeated reminders 
to me that he and not “that other” was the owner of 
the calf, said, “It is true I have no cow’s child; but a 
great dacoity (robbery) has been done on my father.” 

“We came up together yesterday. There could 
have been nothing,” I said. 

“It was my mother’s horse. She has been dacotied 
with beating and blows, and now is so thin.” He held 
his hands an inch apart. “My father is at the telegraph- 
house sending telegrams. Imam Din will cut off all 
their heads. I desire your saddle-cloth for a howdah 
for my elephant. Give it me*” 

This was exciting, but not lucid. I went to the 
telegraph office and found Strickland in a black temper 
among many telegraph forms. A dishevelled, one-eyed 
groom stood in a corner whimpering at intervals. He 
was a man whom Adam invariably addressed as 
shakl, be^ukl, be-ank” (ugly, stupid, eyeless). It seemed 
that Strickland had sent his wife’s horse up to Dalhousie 
by road, a fortnight’s march, in the groom’s charge. 
This is the custom in Upper India. Among the foot- 
hills, near Dhunnera or Dhar, horse and man had been 
violently set upon in the night by four men, who had 
beaten the groom (his leg was bandaged from knee to 
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ankle in proof), had incidentally beaten the horse, and 
had robbed the groom of the bucket and blanket, and 
all his money — eleven rupees, nine annas. Last, they 
had left him for dead by the wayside, where some 
woodcutters had found and nursed him. Then the 
one-eyed man howled with anguish, thinking over his 
bruises. *^They asked me if I was Strickland Sahib’s 
servant, and I, thinking the Protection of the Name 
would be sufficient, spoke the truth. Then they beat 
me grievously.” 

**H’ml” said Strickland. thought they wouldn’t 
dacoit as a business on the Dalhousie road. This is 
meant for me personally — sheer badmasht (impudence). 
AH right.” 

In justice to a very hard-working class it must be 
said that the thieves of Upper India have the keenest 
sense of humour. The last compliment that they can 
pay a Police officer is to rob him, and if, as once they 
did, they can loot a Deputy Inspector- General of Police, 
on the eve of his retirement, of everything except the 
clothes on his back, their joy is complete. They cause 
letters of derision and telegrams of condolence to be 
sent to the victim; for of all men thieves are most com- 
pelled to keep abreast of progress. 

Strickland was a man of few words where his 
business was concerned. I had never seen a Police 
officer robbed before, and I expected some excitement, 
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but Strickland held his tongue. He took the groom's 
deposition, and then retired into himself for a time^ 
Then he sent Kennedy, of the Palhankot District, an 
official letter and an unofficial note. Kennedy's reply 
was purely unofficial, and it ran thus: “This seems a 
compliment solely intended for you. My wonder is you 
didn't get it before. The men are probably back in 
your district by now. My Dhunnera and foot-hill people 
are highly respectable cultivators, and, seeing my 
Assistant is an unlicked pup, and I can't trust my In- 
spector out of my sight, I'm not going to turn their 
harvest upside down with Police investigations. I'm run 
off my feet with vaccination Police work. You’d better 
look at home. The Shubkudder Gang were through 
here a fortnight back. They laid up at the Amritsar 
Serai, and then worked down. No cases against them 
in my charge; but, remember, you imprisoned their 
head-man for receiving stolen goods in Prub Dyal’s 
burglaryj They owe you one.” 

. “Exactly what I thought,” said Strickland. “I had 
a notion it was the Shubkudder Gang from the first. 
We must make it pleasant for them at Peshawur, and 
in my District, too. They’re just the kind that would 
lie up under Imam Din’s shadow.” 

From this point onward the wires began to be 
worked heavily. Strickland had a very fair knowledge 
of the Shubkudder Gang, gathered at first hand. 
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They were the same syndicate that had once stolen 
a Deputy Commissioner’s cow, put horseshoes on her, 
taken her forty miles into the jungle before they 
lost interest in the joke. They added insult to insult 
by writing that tlie Deputy Commissioner’s cows and 
horses were so much alike that it took them two days 
to find out the difierence and they would not lift the 
like of such cattle any more. 

The District Superintendent at Peshawur replied to 
Strickland that he was expecting the Gang, and Strick- 
land’s Assistant, in his own district, being young and 
full of zeal, sent up the most amazing clues. 

**Now that’s just what I want that young fool not to 
do,” said Strickland. ’‘He’s an English boy, bom and 
bred, and his father before him. He has about as much 
tact as a bull, and he won’t work quietly under my In- 
spector. I wish the Government would keep our service 
for country-born men. Those first five or six years in 
India give a man a pull that lasts him all his life. Adam, 
if only you were old enough to be my Assistant*” He 
looked down at the little fellow in the verandah. Adam 
was deeply interested in the dacoity, and, unlike a child, 
did not lose interest after the first week. On the con- 
trary, he would ask his father every evening what had 
been done, and Strickland had drawn him a map on 
the white wall of the verandah, showing the different 
towns in which Policemen were on the look-out for 

* 5 * 



228 


LAND AND SEA TALES 


thieves. They were Amritsar, Jullunder, Phillour, Gurgaon^ 
Rawal Pindi, Peshawur and Multan. Adam looked up 
at it as he answered — 

“There has been great dihh (trouble) in this case?” 

“Very great trouble. I wish that thou wert a young 
man and my Assistant to help me.” 

“Dost thou need help, my father?” Adam asked 
curiously, with his head on one side. 

“Very much.” 

“Leave it all alone. It is bad. Let loose every- 
thing.” 

“That must not be. Those beginning a business 
continue to the end.” 

“Thou wilt continue to the end? Dost thou not 
hioiD who did the dacoity?” 

Strickland shook his head. Adam turned to me 
with the same question, and I answered it in the same 
way. 

“What foolish people’” he said, and turned his back 
on us. 

He showed plainly in all our dealings afterwards 
how we had fallen in his opinion. Strickland told me 
that he would sit at the door of his father’s workroom 
and stare at him for half an hour at a time as he went 
through his papers. Strickland seemed to work harder 
over the case than if he had been in office in the 
Plains. 
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**And sometimes I look up and I fancy the little 
chap’s laughing at me. It’s an awful thing to have a 
son. You see, he’s your own and kis own, and between 
the two you don’t quite know how to handle him,’’ said 
Strickland. ‘‘I wonder what in the world he thinks 
about” 

I asked Adam this later on, quietly. He put his 
head on one side for a moment and replied: ‘Hn these 
days I think about great things. I do not play with Victor 
and the cow’s child any more. Victor is only a baba.” 

At the end of the third week of Strickland’s leave, 
the result of Strickland’s labours — labours that had 
made Mrs. Strickland more indignant against the dacoits 
than any one else — came to hand. The Police at 
Peshawar reported that half of the Shubkudder Gang 
were held at Peshawur to account for the possession of 
some blankets and a horse-bucket. Strickland’s assistant 
h«ad also four men under suspicion in his charge; and 
Imam Din must have stirred up Strickland’s Inspector 
to investigations on his own account, for a string of 
incoherent telegrams came in from the Club Secretary 
in which he entreated, exhorted, and commanded Strick- 
land to take his “mangy Policemen” off the Club pre- 
mises. “Your men, in servants’ quarters here, examining 
cook. Billiard-marker indignant Steward threatens re- 
signation. Members furious. Grooms stopped on roads. 
Shut up, or my resignation goes to Committee.” 
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“Now I shouldn’t in the least wonder,” said Strick- 
land thoughtfully to his wife, “if the Club was not just 
the place where the men would he up. Billy Watson 
isn’t at all pleased, though. I think I shall have to cut 
my leave by a week and go down to take charge. 
If there’s anything to be told, the men will tell 
me.” 

Mrs. Strickland’s eyes filled with tears. “I shall try 
to steal ten days if I can in the autumn,” he said 
soothingly, “but I must go now. It will never do for 
the gang to think that they can burgle niy belong- 
ings.” 

That was in the forenoon, and Strickland asked me 
to lunch to leave me some instructions about his big 
dog, with authority to rebuke those who did not attend 
to her. Tutjens was growing too old and too fat to 
live in the plains in the summer. When I came, Adam 
had climbed into his high chair at table, and Mrs. 
Strickland seemed ready to weep at any moment over 
the general misery of things. 

“I go down to the Plains to-morrow, my son,” said 
Strickland. 

“Wherefore?” said Adam, reaching out for a ripe 
mango and burying his head in it. 

“Imam Din has caught the men who did the dacoity, 
and there are also others at Peshawur under suspicion. 
I must go to 
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**JBus! (enough),” said Adam, between sucks at his 
mango, as Mrs. Strickland tucked the napkin round his 
neck. <*Imam Din speaks lies. Do not go.'* 

^*It is necessary. There has been great dikhdari 
(trouble-giving).” 

Adam came out of the fruit for a minute and 
laughed. Then, returning, he spoke between slow and 
deliberate mouthfuls. 

“The dacoits live in BeshakPs head. They will 
never be ' caught. All people know that. The cook 
knows, and the scullion, and Rahim Baksh here.” 

“Nay,” said the butler behind his chair hastily. 
“What should / know? Nothing at all does the Servant 
of the Presence know.” 

** Accha (good),” said Adam, and sucked on. “Only 
it is known.” 

“Speak, then, son,” said Strickland to him. “What 
dost thou know? Remember my groom was beaten 
insensible.” 

“That was in the bad-water shop where I played 
when we came up here. The boy who would not sell 
me the parrot for six annas told me that a one-eyed 
man had come there and drunk the bad waters and 
gone mad. He broke bedsteads. They hit him with a 
bamboo till he was senseless, and fearing he was dead, 
they nursed him on milk — like a little baba. When I 
was playing first with the cow's child, I asked Beshakl 
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if he were that man, and he said no. But / knew, be- 
cause many woodcutters in Dalhousie asked him whether 
his head were whole now.” 

“But why,” I interrupted, “did BeshakI tell lies?” 

“Oh! He is a low-caste man, and desired to get 
consideration. Now he is a witness in a great law -case, 
and men will go to the jail on his account. It was to 
give trouble and obtain notice that he did it.” 

“Was it all lies?” said Strickland. 

“Ask him,” said Adam, through the mango-pulp. 

Strickland passed through the door. There was a 
howl of despair in the servants’ quarters up the hill, 
and he returned with the one-eyed groom. 

“Now,” said Strickland, “it is known. Declare!” 

“BeshakI,” said Adam, while the man gasped. 
“Imam Din has caught four men, and there are some 
more at Peshawur. Busf Busf Bus' (Enough.)” 

“Thou didst get drunk by the wayside, and didst 
make a false case to cover it. Speak’” 

Like a good many other men, Strickland, in possession 
of a few facts, was irresistible. The groom groaned. 

“I — I did not get drunk till — till — Protector of the 
Poor, the mare rolled.” 

horses roll at Dhunnera. The road is too nar- 
row before that, and they smell where the other horses 
have rolled. This the bullock-drivers told me when we 
came up here,” said Adam. 
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“She rolled. So her saddle was cut and the curb- 
chain lost.” 

“See!” said Adam, tugging a curb-chain from his 
pocket. “That woman in the shop gave it to me for a 
love-gift. Beshakl said it was not his when I showed it. 
But / knew.” 

“Then they at the grog-shop, knowing that I was 
the Servant of the Presence, said that unless I drank 
and spent money they would tell.” 

“A lie! A he!” said Strickland. “Son of an owl, 
speak the truth now at least” 

“Then I was afraid because I had lost the curb- 
chain, so I cut the saddle across and about” 

“She did roll, then?” said Strickland, bewildered 
and angry. 

“It was only the curb-chain that was lost Then I 
cut the saddle and went to drink in the shop. I drank 
and there was a fray. The rest I have forgotten till I 
recovered.” 

“And the mare the while? What of the mare?” 

The man looked at Strickland and collapsed. 

“She bore faggots for a week,” he said. 

“Oh, poor Diamond!'' said Mrs. Strickland. 

“And Beshakl was paid four annas for her hire 
three days ago by the woodcutter's brother, who is the 
left-hand man of our rickshaw-men here,” said Adam, 
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in a loud and joyful voice. “We all knew. We all 
knew. I and the servants.” 

Strickland was silent. His wife stared helplessly at 
the child; the soul out of Nowhere that went its own 
way alone. 

“Did no man help thee with the lies?” I asked of 
the groom. 

“None. Protector of the Poor — not one.” 

“They grew, then?” 

“As a tale grows in telling. Alas! I am a very 
bad man!” and he blinked his one eye dolefully. 

“Now four men are held at my Police station on 
thy account, and God knows how many more at 
Peshawur, besides the questions at Multan, and my 
honour is lost, and my mare has been pack-pony to a 
woodcutter. Son of Devils, what canst thou do to 
make amends?” 

There was just a little break in Strickland's voice, 
and the man caught it. Bending low, he answered, in 
the abject fawning whine that confounds right and 
wrong more surely than most modern creeds, “ Protector 
of the Poor, is the Police service shut to — an honest 
man?” 

“Out!” cried Strickland, and swiftly as the groom 
departed he must have heard our shouts of laughter 
behind him. 

“If you dismiss that man, SWick, I shall engage him. 
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He's a genius," said I. *‘It will take you months to put 
this mess right, and Billy Watson won't give you a 
minute’s peace.” 

**You aren’t going to tell him?” said Strickland 
appealingly, 

couldn't keep this to myself if you were my 
own brother. Four men arrested with you — four or 
forty at Peshawur — and what was that you said about 
Multan?” 

‘‘Oh, nothing. Only some camel-men there have 
been ” 

“And a tribe of camel-men at Multan! All on ac- 
count of a lost curb-chain. Oh, my Aunt!” 

“And whose memsahib (lady) was thy aunt?” said 
Adam, with the mango-stone in his fist. We began to 
laugh again. 

“But here,” said Strickland, pulling his face to- 
gether, “is a very bad child who has caused his father 
to lose his honour before all the Policemen of the 
Rinjab.” 

“Oh, they know,” said Adam. “It was only for the 
sake of show that they caught people. Assuredly they 
all knew it was benottHi (make-up).” 

“And since when hast thou known?” said the first 
policeman in India to his son. 

“Four days after we came here, after the wood- 
cutter had asked Beshakl after the health of his head. 
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Beshakl all but slew one of them at the bad-water 
place” 

“If thou hadst spoken then, time and money and 
trouble to me and to others had all been spared. Baba, 
thou hast done a wrong greater than thy knowledge, 
and thou hast put me to shame, and set me out upon 
false words, and broken my honour. Thou hast done 
very wrong. But perhaps thou didst not think?” 

“Nay, but I did think. My father, my honour was 
lost when that beating of me happened in Juma’s pre- 
sence. Now it is made whole again ” 

And with the most enchanting smile in the world 
Adam climbed up on to his father’s lap. 



AN ENGLISH SCHOOL 

Of all things in the world there is nothing, always 
excepting a good mother, so worthy of honour as a good 
school. Our School was created for the sons of officers 
in the Army and Navy, and filled with boys who meant 
to follow their father’s calling. 

It stood within two miles of Amyas Leigh’s house at 
Northam, overlooking the Burroughs and the Pebble- 
ridge, and the mouth of the Torridge whence the Rose 
sailed in search of Don Guzman. From the front dor- 
mitory windows, across the long rollers of the Atlantic, 
you could see Lundy Island and the Shutter Rock, where 
the Santa Caihcrma galleon cheated Amyas out of his 
vengeance by going ashore. If you have ever read 
Kingsley’s Westivard Hot you will remember how all 
these things happened. 

Inland lay the rich Devonshire lanes and the fat 
orchards, and to the west the gorse and the turf ran 
along the tops of the cliffs in combe after combe till you 
come to Clovelly and the Hobby and Gallantry Bower, 
and the homes of the Devonshire people that were old 
when the Armada was new. 

The Burroughs, lying between the school and the 
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sea, was a waste of bent rush and grass running out 
into hundreds of acres of fascinating sand-hills called 
the Bunkers, where a few old people played golf. In 
the early days of the School there was a small Club- 
house for golfers close to the Pebble-ridge, but, one wild 
winter night, the sea got up and drove the Pebble-ridge 
clean through the Club basement, and the walls fell out, 
and we rejoiced, for even then golfers wore red coats 
and did not like us to use the links. We played as a 
matter of course and thought nothing of it. 

Now there is a new Club-house, and cars take the 
old, red, excited men to and from their game and all 
the great bunkers are known and written about; but we 
were there first, long before golf became a fashion or 
a disease, and we turned out one of the earliest 
champion amateur golfers of all England. 

It was a good place for a school, and that School 
considered itself the finest in the world, excepting per- 
haps Haileybury, because it was modelled on Hailey- 
bury lines and our caps were Haileybury colours; and 
there was a legend that, in the old days when the 
School was new, half the boys had been Haileyburians. 

Our Head-master had been Head of the Modem 
Side at Haileybury, and, talking it over with boys from 
other public schools afterwards, I think that one secret 
of his great hold over us was that he was not a clergy- 
man, as so many head-masters are. As soon as a boy 
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begins to think in the misty way that boys do, he is 
suspicious of a man who puniShes him one day and 
preaches at him the next But the Head was different, 
and in our different ways we loved him. 

Through all of five years I never saw him lose his 
temper, nor among two hundred boys did any one at 
any time say or hint that he had his favourites. If you 
went to him with any trouble you were heard out to the 
end, and answered without being talked at or about or 
around, but always /o. So we trusted him absolutely, 
and when it came to the choice of the various ways of 
entering the Army, what he said was so. 

He knew boys naturally better than their fathers 
knew them, and considerably better than they knew 
themselves. When the time came to read for the Final 
Army Examinations, he knew the temper and powers 
of each boy, the amount of training each would stand 
and the stimulus or restraint that each needed, and 
handled them accordingly till they had come through 
the big race that led into the English Army. Looking 
back on it all, one can see the perfect judgment, know- 
ledge of boys, patience, and above all, power, that the 
Head must have had. 

Some of the masters, particularly on the classical 
side, vowed that Army examinations were making edu- 
cation no more than mark-hunting; but there are a great 
many kinds of education, and I think the Head knew 
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it, for he taught us hosts of things that we never found 
out we knew till afterwards. And surely it must be 
better to turn out men who do real work than men who 
write about what they think about what other people 
have done or ought to do. 

A scholar may, as the Latin masters said, get more 
pleasure out of his life than an Army officer, but only 
little children believe that a man’s life is given him to 
decorate with pretty little things, as though it were a 
girl’s room or a picture-screen. Besides, scholars are 
apt, all their lives, to judge from one point of view only, 
and by the time that an Army officer has knocked about 
the world for a few years he comes to look at men and 
things ^^by and large,” as the sailors say. No books in 
the world will teach that knack. 

So we trusted the Head at school, and afterwards 
trusted him more. 

There was a boy in the Canadian Mounted Pohce, 
I think, who stumbled into a fortune — he was the only 
one of us who ever did — and as he had never drawn 
more than seven shillings a day, he very properly wrote 
to the Head from out of his North-Western wilds and 
explained his situation, proposing that the Head should 
take charge of and look after all his wealth till he could 
attend to it; and was a little impatient when the Head 
pointed out that executors and trustees and that sort of 
bird wouldn’t hand over cash in that casual way. The 
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Head was worth trusting — he saved a boy’s life from 
diphtheria once at much greater* risk than being shot 
at, and nobody knew anything about it till years after- 
wards. 

But I come back to the School that he made and 
put his mark upon. The boys said that those with whom 
Cheltenham could do nothing, whom Sherbourne found 
too tough, and whom even Marlborough had politely 
asked to leave, had been sent to the School at the be- 
ginning of things and turned into men. They were, 
perhaps, a shade rough sometimes. One very curious 
detail, which I have never seen or heard of in any 
school before or since, was that the Army Class, which 
meant the Prefects, and was generally made up of boys 
from seventeen and a half to nineteen or thereabouts, 
was allowed to smoke pipes (cigarettes were then 
reckoned the direct invention of the Evil One) in the 
country outside the College. One result of this was that, 
though these great men talked a good deal about the 
grain of their pipes, the beauty of their pouches, and 
the flavour of their tobacco, they did not smoke to any 
ferocious extent. The other, which concerned me more 
directly, was that it went much harder with a junior 
whom they caught smoking than if he had been caught 
by a master, because the action was flagrant invasion of 
their privilege, and, the:efore, rank insolence — to be 
punished as such. Years later, the Head admitted 

Land and Sea 7h/es I ^ 
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that he thought something of this kind would happen 
when he gave the permission. If any Head-master is 
anxious to put down smoking nowadays, he might do 
worse than give this scheme a trial. 

The School motto was, "Fear God, Honour the 
King”; and so the men she made went out to Boerland 
and Zululand and India and Burma and Cyprus and 
Hongkong, and lived or died as gentlemen and officers. 

Even the most notorious bully, for whom an awful 
ending was prophesied, went to Canada and was mixed 
up in Riel’s rebellion, and came out of it with a fascinat- 
ing reputation of having led a forlorn hope and behaved 
like a hero. 

All these matters were noted by the older boys, and 
when their fathers, the grey-whiskered colonels and 
generals, came down to see them, or the directors, who 
were K.C.B.’s and had been officers in their time, made 
a tour of inspection, it was reported that the School lone 
was "healthy.” 

Sometimes an old boy who had blossomed into a 
Subaltern of the Queen would come down for a last 
few words with the Head-master, before sailing with the 
regiment for foreign parts; and the lower-school boys 
were distracted with envy, and the prefects of the Sixth 
Form pretended not to be proud when he walked with 
one of their number and talked about "my men, you 
know,” till life became unendurable. 
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There was an unwritten law by which an old boy, 
when he came back to pay his respects to the School, 
was entitled to a night in his old dormitory. The boys 
expected it and sat up half the night listening to the 
tales of a subaltern that the boy brought with him — 
stories about riots m Ireland and camps at Aldershot, and 
all his first steps in the wonderful world. 

Sometimes news came in that a boy had died with 
his men fighting, and the school said, Killed in action, 
of course,’^ as though that were an honour reserved for 
it alone, and wondered when its own chance would come. 

It was a curiously quiet School m many ways. When 
a boy was fourteen or fifteen he was generally taken in 
hand for the Army Preliminary Examination, and when 
that was past he was put down to “grind for the en- 
trance into Sandhurst or Woolwich ; for it was our pride 
that we passed direct from the School to the Army, 
without troubling the “crammers.” We spoke of “the 
Shop,” which means Woolwich, as though we owned it. 
Sandhurst was our private reserve; and the old boys 
came back from foreign parts and told us that India 
was only Westward Ho* spread thin. 

On account of this incessant getting ready for 
examinations there was hardly time for us (but we made 
it) to gather the beautiful Devonshire apples, or to 
ferret rabbits in the sand-hills by the golf-links, and 
saloon-pistols were forbidden because boys got to duel- 
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ling-parties with dust-shot, and were careless about guard- 
ing their eyes. 

Nor were we encouraged to lower each other over 
the cliffs with a box-rope and take the young hawks 
and jackdaws from their nests above the sea. Once a 
rope broke, or else the boys above grew tired of holding 
it, and a boy dropped thirty feet on to the boulders 
below. But as he fell on his head nothing happened, 
except punishment at the other end for all concerned. 

In summer there was almost unlimited bathing from 
the Pebble-ridge, a whale-backed bank four miles long 
of rounded grey boulders, where you were taught to 
ride on the rollers as they came in, to avoid the under- 
tow, and to watch your time for getting back to the 
beach. 

There was a big sea bath, too, in which all boys 
had to qualify for open bathing by swimming a quarter 
of a mile, at least, and it was a matter of honour among 
the school- houses not to let the summer end with a 
single boy who could not “do his quarter,” at any 
rate. 

Boating was impossible off that coast, but sometimes 
a fishing-boat would be wrecked on Braunton Bar, and 
we could see the lifeboat and the rocket at work; and 
once just after chapel there was a cry that the herrings 
were in. The School ran down to the beach in their 
Sunday clothes and fished them out with umbrellas. 
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They were cooked by hand afterwards in all the studies 
^d form-rooms till you could have smelt us at Exeter. 

But the game of the School, setting aside golf, 
which every one could play if he had patience, was 
foot-ball. Both cricket and foot-ball were compulsory. 
That is to say, unless a boy could show a doctor’s 
' certificate that he was physically unfit to stand up to 
the wicket or go into the scrimmage, he had to play a 
certain number of afternoons at the game of the season. 
If he had engagements elsewhere — we called it “shirk- 
ing” — he was reasonably sure of three aits with a 
ground-ash, from the Captain of the Games, delivered 
cold in the evening. A good player, of course, could 
get leave off on any fair excuse, but it was a beautiful 
rule for fat boys and loafers. The only unfairness was 
that a Master could load you with an imposition to be 
shown up at a certain hour, which, of course, prevented 
you from playing and so seaired you a licking in ad- 
dition to the imposition. But the Head always told us 
that there was not much justice in the world, and that 
we had better accustom ourselves to the lack of it 
early. 

Curiously enough, the one thing that the School 
did not understand was an attempt to drill it in com- 
panies with rifles, by way of making a volunteer cadet 
corps. We took our lickings for not attending that 
cheerfully, because we considered it “playing at soldiers,” 
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and boys reading for the Army are apt to be very 
particular on these points. 

We were weak at cricket, but our foot-ball team 
(Rugby Union) at its best devastated the country from 
Blundell’s — we always respected Blundell’s because 
‘'Great John Ridd” had been educated there — to 
Exeter, whose team were grown men. Yet we, who had 
been taught to play together, once drove them back 
over the November mud, back to their own goal-posts, 
till the ball was hacked through and touched down, 
and you could hear the long-drawn yell of “Schoo-e?^?/^ 
Schoo-(?<7/^’^ as far as Appledore. 

When the enemy would not come to us our team 
went to the enemy, and if victorious, would return late 
at night in a three-horse brake, chanting: 

It’s a way we have in the Army, 

It’s a way we have in the Navy, 

It’s a way we have in the Public Schools, 

Which nobody can deny ! 

Then the boys would flock to the dormitory win- 
dows, and wave towels and join in the “Hip-hip-hip- 
hurrah!” of the chorus, and the winning team would 
swagger through the dormitories and show the beautiful 
blue marks on their shins, and the little boys would be 
allowed to get the sponges and hot water. 

Very few things that the world can offer make up 
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for having missed a place in the First Fifteen, with its 
black jersey and white — snow-white — knickerbockers, 
and the velvet skull-cap with the gold tassel — the cap 
that you leave out in the rain and accidentally step 
upon to make it look as old as if you had been in the 
First Fifteen for years. 

The other outward sign of the Fust Fifteen that 
the happy boy generally wore through a hard season 
was the ** jersey-mark” — a raw, red scrape on ear and 
jawbone where the skin had been fretted by the rough 
jerseys in either side in the steady drive of many scrim- 
mages. We were trained to put our heads down, pack 
in the shape of a wedge and shove, and it was in that 
shape that the First Fifteen stood up to a team of trained 
men for two and twenty counted minutes. We got the 
ball through in the end. 

At the close of the winter term, when there were 
nojnore foot-ball teams to squander and the Christmas 
holidays were coming, the School set itself to the 
regular yearly theatricals — a farce and a three-act play 
all complete. Sometimes it was The Rivals, or some- 
times an attempt at a Shakespearean play; but the 
farces were the most popular. 

All ended with the School-Saga, the Vive la Com- 
pagnief'' in which the Senior boy of the School chanted 
the story of the School for the past twelve months. It 
was very long and very difficult to make up, though all 
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the poets of all the forms had been at work on it for 
weeks; and the School gave the chorus at the top of 
its voice. 

On the last Sunday of the term the last hymn in 
chapel was “Onward, Christian Soldiers.” We did not 
know what it meant then, and we did not care, but we 
stood up and sang it till the music was swamped in the 
rush. The big verse, like the “tug-of-war” verse in 
Mrs. Ewing^s Sioiy of a Short Life, was: 

We are not divided, 

All one body we, 

One in faith and doctrine, 

One in charity. 


Then the organ would give a hurricane of joyful 
roars, and try to get us in hand before the refrain. 
Later on, meeting our men all the world over, the 
meaning of that hymn became much too plain. 

Except for this outbreak we were not very pious. 
There was a boy who had to tell stories night after 
night in the Dormitory, and when his stock ran out he 
fell back on a book called Enc, or Little by Little, as 
comic literature, and read it till the gas was turned off. 
The boys laughed abominably, and there was some 
attempt to give selections from it at the meeting of the 
Reading Society. That was quashed by authority be- 
cause it was against discipline. 
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There were no public-houses near us except tap- 
rooms that sold cider; and ra^ Devonshire cider can 
only be drunk after a long and very hot paper-chase. 
We hardly ever saw, and certainly never spoke to, any- 
thing in the nature of a woman from one year's end to 
the other; for our masters were all unmarried. Later 
on, a little colony of mothers came down to live near 
the School, but their sons were day-boys who couldn’t 
do this and mustn’t do that, and there was a great deal 
too much dressing up on week-days and going out to 
tea, and things of that kind, which, whatever people 
say nowadays, are not helpful for boys at work. 

Our masters, luckily, were never gushing. They did 
not call us Dickie or Johnnie or Tommy, but Smith or 
Thompson; and when we were undoubtedly bad we 
were actually and painfully beaten with an indubitable 
cane on a veritable back till we wept unfeigned tears. 
Nobody seemed to think that it brutalised our finer 
feelings, but everybody was relieved when the trouble 
was over. 

Canes, especially when they are brought down with 
a drawing stroke, sting like hornets; but they are a 
sound cure for certain offences; and a cut or two, 
given with no malice, but as a reminder, can correct 
and keep corrected a false quantity or a wandering 
mind, more completely than any amount of explanation. 

There was one boy, however, to whom every Latin 
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quantity was an arbitrary mystery, and he wound up 
his crimes by suggesting that he could do better if Latin 
verse rhymed as decent verse should. He was given an 
afternoon’s reflection to purge himself of his contempt; 
and feeling certain that he was in for something rather 
warm, he turned ** Donee grains eram'' into pure Devon- 
shire dialect, rhymed, and showed it up as his con- 
tribution to the study of Horace. 

He was let off, and his master gave him the run of 
a big library, where he found as much verse and prose 
as he wanted; but that ruined his Latin verses and 
made him write verses of his own. There he found all 
the English poets from Chaucer to Matthew Arnold, 
and a book called Imaginary Conversations which he 
did not understand, but it seemed to be a good thing 
to imitate. So he imitated and was handed up to the 
Head, who said that he had better learn Russian under 
his own eye, so that if ever he were sent to Siberia. for 
lampooning the authorities he might be able to ask for 
things. 

That meant the run of another library — English 
Dramatists this time; hundreds of old plays; as well as 
thick brown books of voyages told in language like the 
ringing of bells. And the Head would sometimes tell 
him about the manners and customs of the Russians, 
and sometimes about his own early days at college, 
when several people who afterwards became great, 
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were all young, and the Head was young with them, 
and they wrote wonderful things in college magazines. 

It was beautiful and cheap — dirt cheap, at the price 
of a permanent load of impositions, for neglecting 
mathematics and algebra. 

The School started a Natural History Society, which 
took the birds and plants of North Devon under its 
charge, reporting first flowerings and first arrivals and 
new discoveries to learned societies in London, and 
naturally attracting to itself every boy in the School 
who had the poaching instinct. 

Some of us made membership an excuse for stealing 
apples and pheasant eggs and geese from farmers’ 
orchards and gentlemen’s estates, and we were turned 
out with disgrace. So we spoke scornfully of the 
Society ever afterwards. None the less, some of us had 
our first introduction to gunpowder in the shape of a 
charge of salt which stings like bees, fired at our legs 
by angry game-keepers. 

The institution that caused some more excitement 
was the School paper. Three of the boys, who had 
moved up the School side by side for four years and 
were allies in all things, started the notion as soon as 
they came to the dignity of a study of their own with 
a door that would lock. The other two told the third 
boy what to write, and held the staircase against 
invaders. 
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It was a real printed paper of eight pages, and at 
first the printer was more thoroughly ignorant of type- 
setting, and the Editor was more completely ignorant^ 
of proof-reading, than any printer and any Editor that 
ever was. It was printed off by a gas engine; and even 
the engine despised its work, for one day it fell through 
the floor of the shop, and crashed — still working 
furiously — into the cellar. 

The paper came out at odd times and seasons, but 
every time it came out there was sure to be trouble, 
because the Editor was learning for the first time how 
sweet and good and profitable it is — and how nice it 
looks on the page — to make fun of people in actual 
print 

For instance, there was friction among the study-fags 
once, and the Editor wrote a descriptive account of the 
Lower School, — the classes whence the fags were drawn, — 
their manners and customs, their ways of cooking half- 
plucked sparrows and imperfectly cleaned blackbirds at 
the gas-jets on a rusty nib, and their fights over sloe-jam 
made in a gallipot It was an absolutely thruthful article, 
but the Lower School knew nothing about truth, and 
would not even consider it as literature. 

It is less safe to write a study of an entire class 
than to discuss individuals one by one; but apart from 
the fact that boys throw books and inkpots with a 
straighter eye, there is very little difference between 
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the behaviour of grown up people and that of chil- 
dren. 

In those days the Editor had not learned this; so 
Vhen the study below the Editorial study threw coal 
At the Editorial legs and kicked in the panels of the 
door, because of personal paragraphs in the last number, 
the Editorial Staff — and there never was so loyal and 
hard-fighting a staff — fried fat bacon till there was half 
an inch of grease in the pan, and let the greasy chunks 
down at the end of a string to bob against and defile 
the lower study windows. 

When that lower study — and there never was a 
public so low and unsympathetic as that lower study — 
looked out to see what was frosting their window-panes, 
the Editorial Staff emptied the hot fat on their heads, 
and it stayed in their hair for days and days, wearing 
shiny to the very last. 

■The boy who suggested this sort of warfare was 
then reading a sort of magazine, called Fors Clavigera, 
which he did not in the least understand, — it was not 
exactly a boy’s paper, — and when tlie lower study had 
scraped some of tlie fat off their heads and were 
thundering with knobby pokers on the door-lock, this 
boy began to chant pieces of the Fors as a war-song, 
and to show that his mind was free from low distrac- 
tions. He was an extraordinary person, and^ the only 
boy in the School who had a genuine contempt for his 
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masters. There was no affectation in his quiet insolence. 
He honestly did despise them; and threats that made 
us all wince only caused him to put his head a little 
on one side and watch the master as a sort of natural 
curiosity. 

The worst of this was that his allies had to take 
their share of his punishments, for they lived as com- 
munists and socialists hope to live one day, when every- 
body is good. They were bad, as bad as they dared 
to be, but their possessions were in common, absolutely. 
And when **the Study” was out of funds they took the 
most respectable clothes in possession of the Syndicate, 
and leaving the owner one Sunday and one week-day 
suit, sold the rest in Bideford town. Later, when theie 
was another crisis, it was not the respectable one’s watch 
that was taken by force for the good of the Study and 
pawned, and never redeemed. 

Later still, money came into the Syndicate honestly, 
for a London paper that did not know with whom it 
was dealing, published and paid a whole guinea for 
some verses that one of the boys had written and sent 
up under a noni de plume, and the Study caroused on 
chocolate and condensed milk and pilchards and Devon- 
shire cream, and voted poetry a much sounder business 
than it looks. 

So things went on very happily till the three were 
seriously warned that they must work in earnest, and 
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Stop giving amateur performances of Aladdin and writing 
librettos of comic operas whicB never came off, and 
worrying their housemasters into grey hairs. 

Then they all grew very good, and one of them got 
into the Army; and another — the Irish one — became an 
engineer, and the third one found himself on a daily 
paper half a world away from the Pebble Ridge and 
the sea-beach. The three swore eternal friendship before 
they parted, and from time to time they met boys of 
their year in India, and magnified the honour of the 
old School. 

The boys are scattered all over the world, one to 
each degree of land east and west, as their fathers 
were before them, doing much the same kind of work; 
and it is curious to notice how little the character of 
the man differs from that of the boy of sixteen or 
seventeen. 

• The general and commander-in-chief of the Study, 
he who suggested selling the clothes, never lost his head 
even when he and his friends were hemmed round by 
the enemy — the Drill Sergeant — far out of bounds and 
learning to smoke under a hedge. He was sick and 
dizzy, but he rose to the occasion, took command of his 
forces, and by strategic manoeuvres along dry ditches 
and crawlings through tall grass, outflanked the enemy 
and got into safe ground without losing one man of 
the three. 
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A little later, when he was a subaltern in India, he 
was bitten by a mad dog, went to France to be treated 
by Pasteur, and came out again in the heat of the hot 
weather to find himself almost alone in charge of six 
hundred soldiers, and his Drill Sergeant dead and his 
office clerk run away, leaving tlie Regimental books in 
the most ghastly confusion. The nwe happened to meet; 
and as he was telling his story there was just the same 
happy look on his face as when he steered us down the 
lanes with tlie certainty of a superior thrashing if we 
were caught. 

And there were others who went abroad with their 
men, and when they got into tight places behaved very 
much as they had behaved at foot-ball. 

The boy who used to take flying jumps on to the 
ball and roll over and over with it, because he was big 
and fat and could not run, took a flying jump on to a 
Burmese dacoit whom he had surprised by night in a 
stockade; but he forgot that he was much heavier than 
he had been at School, and by the time he rolled off 
his victim the little dacoit was stone dead. 

And there was a boy who was always being led 
astray by bad advice, and begging off punishment on 
that account. He got into some little scrape when he 
grew up, and we who knew him knew, before he was 
reprimanded by his commanding officer, exactly what 
his excuse would be. It came out almost word for word 
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as he was used to whimper it at School. II© was cured, 
though, by being sent off on a Small expedition where 
he alone would be responsible for any advice that was 
going, as well as for fifty soldiers. 

And the best boy of them all — who could have be- 
come anything — was wounded in the thigh as he was 

leading his men up the ramp of a fortress. All he said 

* 

was, “Put me u]> against that tree and take my men 
on”; and when his men came back he was dead. 

Ages and ages ago, when Queen Victoria was shot 
at by a man in the street, the School papei made some 
verses about it that ended like this. 

< )iie school of many, made to make 
]\fon who shall hold it dearest nght 
To battle for their lulei’s sake, 

And stake their being in the fight, 

Sends greeting, humble and sincere, 

Though verse be rude and poor and mean, 

To you, the greatest as most dear, 

Victoria, by God’s Giace, our Oucen* 

Such gicetings as should come fiom those 
TVhosc fathers faced the Sepoy hoidcs, 

Oi served you m the Russum snows 
And dying, left their sons their swmrds 

Tor we are bred to do youi will 
By land and sea, wherever flies 
The Flag to fight and follow still, 

And work your empire’s destinies, 

La/iif and Sea 'laleit 


^7 
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Once moie we greet you, though unseen 
Our greetings be, and coming slow 
Irust us, if need arise, 0 Queen! 

We shall not tarry with the blow. 

And there are one or two places in the wDrld that 
can bear witness how the School kept its word. 
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What is the song the children sing 
When doorway lilacs bloom in Spring, 

And the Schools are loosed, and the games are 

played 

That were deadly earnest when Earth was made? 

Hear them chattering, shrill and hard, 

After dinner-time, out in the yard. 

As the sides are chosen and all submit 
To the chance of the lot that shall make them “It.’’ 
(Singing) Eenee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo ' 

Catch a nigger by the toe ' 

If he hollers let him go 
lienee, Meenee, Mainee, Mo ' 

Yon — are — 

Eenee, Meenee, Mai nee, and Mo 

Were the First Big Four of the Long Ago, 

When the Pole of the Earth sloped thirty degrees, 

And Central Europe began to freeze. 

And they needed Ambassadors staunch and stark 
To steady the Tribes in the gathermg dark: 

17 * 
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But the frost was fierce and flesh was frail, 

So they launched a hkigic that could not faiL 
(Singing) ”Ee}ic(, Meevic, Mamet, Mo; 

Hear iJie 7(whes aenns the ' 

Some one has fo kill 'em — so 
Eenee, Meenee, Mamee, Mo 
Make — you — It ^ ' 

Slowly the Glacial Epoch passed, 

Central Europe thawed out at last; 

And, under the slush of the melting snows, 

The first dim shapes of the Nations lose. 

Rome, Britannia, Belgium, Gaul — 

Flood and avalanche fathered them all; 

And the First Big Four, as they watched the mess, 
Pitied Man in his helplessness. 

(Singing) Eenec, Meenee, Mai nee. Mo ^ 

Double St aits ivhen Nations le^um) 
Some one has to stop tf — so 
Ecnec, Meenee, uMamee, Mo 
Make— you — If 


Thus it happened, but none can tell 
What was the Power behind the spell — 

Fear, or Duty, or Pride, or Faith — 

I'hat sent men shuddering out to death — 

To cold and watching, and, worse than these. 
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Work, more work, when they looked for ease — 

To the day’s discomfort, the night’s despair, 

In the hope of a prize that they nc\ei would share. 
(Singing) Eenre, Meevce, Mainee, A!o ^ 

Man n houi lo ioil aiul woe 
Ofie ivill (far the othef — ^0 
ErneCy Meef/ce, Mifhice, Mo 
Make — you — It 


Once and again, as the Ice went North 
The glass crept up to the Firth of Fortli. 

Once and again, as the Ice came South 
The glaciers ground over Lossiemouth. 

But, grass or glacier, cold or hot, 

The men went out who w^ould rather not, 

And fought with the Tiger, the Pig and the Ape, 
To hammer the world into decent shape. 


(Singing) KeneCy MifueCy Maaiee, Mo' 


What's ih( use of doiny so^ 

Ask the (fodSy fof we dont kuow , 
But EeiieCy MeeueCy Mai/ieey Mo 
Make — us — It I " 


Nothing is left of that terrible rune 
But a tag of gibberish tacked to a tune 
That ends the waiting and settles the claims 
Of children arguing over their games, 
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For never yet has a boy been found 
To shirk his turn when the turn came round; 

Or even a girl has been known to say 
“If you laugh at me I shan^t play.’’ 

Foi-- Eettre, Meenee, MaiJice, Mo, 

[Do7i*i vou lef the growji^ups kuom ') 
You ynav hate it i'vcr so, 

Ihii if you'll' chose you I e hound to 
When EcfieCy JMeence, Maince, Mo 
Make — you — It f'* 


IHE END 
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Bury, Baroness de: vttfe “All for Greed.” 

Butler, A. J. 

Bismarck Ills Refit rtions and Re- 
miiuscences Translated from the great 
German edition, under the supervision of 
A J. Butltr With two Poitiaits 3 V, 

Buxton, Mrs. B. H., t 1881 
Jennie of “The Prince’s,” 2 \ — Won 
2 V — Great Gienffll G.itdens 2 v — 
Nell -on and off the Stage 2 v — 1 ‘roin 
the Wings 2 V. 

Byron, Lord, 1 1824. 

Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5 v. 

Caffyn, Mrs. Mannington (lota) 

A Yellow Aster i v — Children of Cir- 
cumstance 2 V — Anne )Maule\cier 2 v. 

Caine, Sir HalL 

The Bondman 2 v — The Manxman 
» V — The Christian 2 v — llie Eteinal 
City 3 V — The Prodigal Son 2 v — J he 
White Piophet 2 v — The Woman thou 
gavest me 3 V — The Master of Man 2 v 

Caine, Witilaro, 1 1925* 

The Strangeness of Noel Carton 1 v — 
Mendoza and a Litile Lad> i v — The 
Author of “Trixie” i v — Lady Sheba’s 
Last Stunt t v. 

Cameron, Verney Lovett 

Across Africa 2 v. 

Cannan, Gilbert 

Annette and Bennett z v 

Campbell Praed ; Praod. 

Carey, Rosa Nouchette, t 1 noo 
Not lake otlier Girls 2 v — “ lint Men 
must Work*' x v. — Sir Godfrey’s Giaud- 


daugliters a v. --The Old, Old Stofy a 

— Herb of Giace 2 v. Iho Highway of 
Fate 2 V — A Passage Perilous 2 v. — At 
the Moorings 2 v. 

Carlyle, Thomas, 1 1881 
The French Revolution 3 v. — Fre- 
derick the Great 13 v. ~ Oliver Crom- 
well’s Letters and Speeches 4 v. — fhe 
Lifeof Schiller I V — Lasays on Goethe iv. 

— On Heroes, Hero-worsbip, and tlie 
Heroic in History i v. — Iliston<.xl and 
Political Essays i v ~ Fssays on German 
Literature r v 

Carnegie, Andrew (Am ) 

Problems of To-Day i v 

Carr, Aiario. 

Treherne’s Temptation a v. 

Castle, Agnes A. Egerton. 

The Star Dreamer 2 v — Incomparable 
Bellairs i v — Rose of the Woild i v — 
French Nan iv — ‘ It Youth but knew ♦ ” 
I ^ — My Mei ly Kockhurst i v — - Flower 
o’ tlu Orange i v — Wiotli a v — Dia- 
mond Cut i’a‘-tp I V — The Lost Jphigcnia 
I \ — I.ove Gilds the Seine i v - Ihe 
Giip of lafe 2 V — Chance the Piper 1 v. 

Castle, Egerton 

Consequences 2 v. ■— “ I.a Bella,” and 
Others i v. 

Ca’her. WUlt (Am ). 

I The Professor’s House 1 v. 

Charles, Mrs. Eiiaabeth Bundle, 1 1806: 
Tut/e “Chronicles of the Schbnberg- 
Cotta Family.” 

Chariesworth, Marla Louisa, ) t88o. 
Oliver of the Mill i v. (K/iAr p. 29.) 

Chesterfield, Earl of. 

Letters to his Son i v 

Chesterton, Q. K. 

1 he l\Ian who w.islhuisday iv — What's 
Wiong with the World i v — The inno- 
<( nee of Father Blown i v — The Flying 
Inn I V — Tales of the Ixjng Bow i v, — 
Ihc InCieduhty of Father Brown i v. 

Cholmondetey, Mary. 

Diana Icmptst 2 v — Red Pott.ige 2 v. 

— Moth and Rust i v — Pnsmeis 2V — 
The Lowest I'tuiig 1 V - NotvvUhsUndiiig 

I I ' 

Christian, Princess’ vtdg Alice, Grand* 
Duchess of Hesse. 





** Chronicles of the 8 ch{inberg> Cotta 
Family," Author of (Ml;, E Rundle 
Charles), t 1896 

Chronicles of the &thhn 1 )er)»^-C ott i Fa- 
mily 2 V. *— On llotli Sides of the Sea 2 v. 
-* Winified liertumi 1 \ — Oiary of ^Mrs 
Kitty Trevyl) an l v. — 'I'he Victory of the 
Vanijuished 1 v. — Tlu^ CottaRO by the 
Catliedral and othe*r ParaViles tv — 
Agaiust the Stream 2 v — The Bertram 
I'amily 2 v- — Conqueini" and to Conquer 
IV — I^apsed, but not Lost t v. 

Cburcfaill, Winston (Am ). 

Mr Crewe’s Career 2 v 

Clemens, Samuel L : vtdf Twain. 
Clifford, Mrs. W. K. 

I.ove-T.ettent of .« Woildlv Woman i v 

— IlieJ •I'it Ion(he<!, and c/lhei Stones i v 

— Mrs Kt*ith’s ( nine 1 v. — A I'bish of 
Summer 1 v — A Woman Alone i v — 
W'oodside Faim i v — The Modem Way 
IV — 'ihe Getting Well of Dorothy i v 

— Mere Stories i v — Eve’s Lover, and 
Other Stones i v. — Sir George’s Ob- 
jection I V. 

Clive, Mrs Caroline, t vtde 

Author of “Paul Ferroll ” 

Cobbe, Frances Power, t 1904 
Re-Echoes i v. 

Coleridge, C. R. 

An English Squire 2 v. 

Coleridge, M. E. 

“I King with two Faces 2 v 

Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, t 1834. 

Poems 1 V. 

Collins, Charles Aiiston, t 1873 
A C ruise upon Wheels 2 v 

Collins, Mortimer, f 1876 
Sweet and Twenty a \ . — A Fight with 
hortnne a v 

Collins, Wilkie, t 1889 
After Dark i v — Hide and Seek 2 v. — 
The Woman inAV hite 2 V - NoName3v. 

— ATmadale3V — ihe ^looiistonc 2 \ — 
Poor Mm I' inch 2 v. — 1 he New Magdalen 
2 V. — - The Frozen Deep i v — Ihe Iwo 
Destinies x v. — My Lady’s Money, and 
Percy and the Prophet r v — 1 he Tfaunted 
Hotel IV. — ' JezebeFs Daughter 2 v. — 
Heart and Science 2 v. — “I !kiyNo/*2 v. 
— - The Guilty River, and Ihe Ghost’s 
Touch IV,—;- Blind Love 2 v. 


“ Cometh up as a Flower : wdir Rhoda 
Broughton. 

Conrad, Joseph t 1924 

Ap Outcast of the Islands 2 v. — Tales 

01 Unrest i v — The Sc^iet Agent i v. — 
A Set of Sis IV — Under Western Eyesi v. 
— ’T vvixt Land and Sea i ales i v — Chance 

2 V — Almayei’s FoMy i v — ITie Rover 
IV — Tales of Hearsay l v. — Suspense 

IV. 

I Conway, Hugh (F. J Fargus), f 1885 
Called Back 1 v — Bound Together 

2 V — A Faniilj Affair 2 v — Living or 
Dead 2 V. 

Cooper, James Fenimore (Am ), f *851. 
The Spy (with Portrait) i-v. — The Two 
Admirals iv — The Jack O’Lantern 1 v. 
- The Last of the Mohicans 2 v 

Cooper, Mrs. ; vtde Katharine Saunders, 
Coreiii, Marie 

Vendett.%! 2 v — Thelma 2 v. — A 
Komauce ol I wo W’orlds 2 v. — “ Ardath *’ 

3 v — Wormwood A Drama of Paris 
2 V — Ihe Hired Baby, with other Stones 
and Social Sketches rv — Barabbas, A 
Dream of the World’s Tragedy 2 v, — 
The Sorrows of Satan 2 v. — The Mighty 
Atom IV — The Murder of Delicia I V — 
Ziska IV — Boy A Sketch 2 v — T he 
ISfaster-Christian 2v. — “TemporalPower” 
2 \ — God’s Good IM.in 2 v — hree 
C>pinions IV — rtoasure of Heaven (with 
I'orli lit) 2 \ — Holy Oulers 2 v — The 
Life L\ei lasting 2 v — Love — and the 
Philosopher i v 

Cotes, Mrs. Everard. 

Those Delighthil Americans 1 v. — Set m 
j Authority i v. — Cousin Cinderella i v. 

“County, the," Author of. 

The County i v, 

Craik, Qeorge Lillie, t z 866 

A JManual of English Literature and of 
the History of the English Language a v. 

Craik, Mrs. (Mm Dmali M. MulocU, 
t 1887. 

John llahfix, Gentleman 2 v. — A Life 
for a I.ife 2 v — ■ Romantic Tales 1 v — 
Domestic Slones 1 v. — The Ogtiviiss i v, 
— I .ord Erlistoun iv. — Ch ristian ’s il istake 
IV, — A Noble Life 1 v. — Olive s v. — 



Tauchmtz Eihiton. Coinptetf List, 


Studies fioiu I ife 1 V — i’oeius. i v — Hie 
Woni.iii’s JCiM"doiu a ^ — 'Ibe Dnkiud 
Woid, and othci Stones a v — A Brave 
Lady 2v — Hannah av — lair I'laiue 
jv — My ISIothei ami I iv — IhelattU 
Lame Prince IV — Seinu>nsontof( hurt li 
IV. — i he Lauic.l-Bu'.li , i wo little Tinkers 
IV — A I egacyzv — Young Mrs Jaidine 
2V — Ills Little Jilotlur, and other 1 ales 
and Ski tt lies i v — PI on Speaking tv — 
Miss 'lominy i v. — King Arthur i ▼. 

( I "tde p 29 ) 

Craik, Georgiana M iMis May) 

Lost and Won i v — Faith Unwin’s 
Ordral 1 V —Leslie iyrrell t v —Wini 
fied’s Wooing, etc iv — !Miidied i v — 
Hero iievelyaii 1 v — Without Kith or 
Kin 2V — t)nl> aButteifly iv — Silvia’s 
Choice, Ihercsi 2 v — Anne "W'arvvick 
XV. — Dorcas 2 v — [J "uie p 20 ) 

Craik, Georgiana M , M C. Stirling. 

Two iales of Mamed Life (Haid to 
Bear, by Miss C raik . A 'Irue Man, by M 
C Stirling) 2 V 

Craven, Mrs. Augustus: vtJg Lady Ful- 
lerton. 

Crawford, F Marlon (Am ), t 1900 
Mr Isaacs it. — Doctor C laudms iv — 
lo Leewaid I v -- A Roman Singer 
IV — An Anienc.'in PoUtuian tv — 
Zoroaster 1 v -A 1 ale of .1 Lonely Parish 
2\ - S.ii acincsc T 2 V — .11 no’s Crucifix 

1 V P.iiil PatoH 2 \ - With the Inmioitals 
IV. — Oteifenstem 2 v — Sunt’ llano 

V. — A C igaiette - .M akei ’s j^oinanre 
XV — Khalediv — T. lie W lU h of Prague 
2v — '1 he Ihree Fates 2 V -DonOrsino 

2 V. — The Children of the King tv — 
Pietro Ghislen 2 \ — Marion Darche 1 v 

- Katltanne J.auderdale 2 v -- ihe Ral- 
stons 2 V — C asa Bratcio 2v - Ad im 
Johnstone’s Son t v — laquisata 2 v -- 
A Rose of \os*erday i v — Cairlcone 
2 V — Via Ciucis 2 \ — In the I’.il u e of 
tin King 2 V — Marietta, a Maid of 

nn e 2 V — Ccr ilia 2 V — 7 he Heart 
o) Koine 2V — Whosoevci Shall Offend 
2 V - Sopi ano 2 v — A I.,ady of Rome 2 v 

— An thus 12V — 7 he I’nm.uloiina 2 v — 
7 111 Diva’s Ruby 2 \ — The White Sisl< r 
IV — Stradcila i v — The Unde suable 
Coveintss i v — Uncanny laics 1 v 

Crockett, S. R., * i860, 1 1914 

The Raiders 2v — Cleg Kelly 2 v. — 
7 lie Grc\ M.in 2 V — I ove Idylls i v — 
7 he Dail o’ the Moon 2 v. 


Croker, B. M , t 1920 
Kky of tiu* Bartons 2 V. — 7 'he Happy 
Valley i v — 7 he (.)ld Cai lonmcnt, with 
Other Stones of India and Llsewhete i v. 

— A Nine D.ijs’ under 1 v — Ihe 
Youngest Miss Mowbray 1 v — 7 he Cat’s- 
Paw tv — Katherine the Arrogant 1 v — 
1 ‘amc IV — Babes m the Wood tv — A 
Rolling Stone iv — I he S(i pent's Tooth 
IV — In Old M.idras I V — Lisinovle 1 v. 

— The Ch.iperon i v — Ihe J’agoda 
Tree i v 

Cross, J W vtde George Eliot’s Life. 
Cudlip, Mrs Pender t o/'" A Thomas. 
Cummins, Miss (Am ), t 186b 
Ihe Lamplighter tv — LI Furt idR r V — 
Haunted He.irts i v 

Cushing, Paul 

The Blaiksinitli of Voe 2 v. 

“ Dally News.” 

War Coriespondence , 1877, by Archi- 
bald Lorbes and others 3 v. 

Danby, Frank. 

The Heait of a Child 2 v -- An IiKom- 
ph at Ltonian 2 v — Let t.ie Roof kill in 2 V. 

Dane, Ctemence. 

A Bill of Divouemc nt , 1 egend i v 

** Dark,” Author of 
Datk 1 V 

Davis, Richard Harding (Am ) 

G dlegher , etc tv - V'an Bibber and 
j Others IV. — Kanson’b holly i v 

De Foe, Daniel, t ui* 

Robinson Crusoe 2 v. 

Deiafield, E. M. 

Mis f falter i v — 7 he C hq) and the 
Block I V 

Deland, Margaret (Am ) 

John Ward, Preacher i v. 

Dell, Floyd (Am ). 

This Mad Ideal 1 v — Runaway 1 v 

Love m Green wit h Village i v 

“Democracy,” Authoj of (Am ). 
Dcmociacy 1 v 
De Morgan, William 
Josejdi Vance 2 v 

“ Demos,” Authoi of . v Goorge Qisolng. 
De Quincey, Thomas. 

Conltssionsofan Lnghsh Opium-Latei j 



TattchnUz E^iiion» Complete List, 


“Diary and llotds*': "^nde Author of 
“Horace Templeton/’ 

Pickens, Charles, t 1870 

The F’jckwlck Club 2 v. — American 
Notes IV -- Oliver Iwist 2 v — 
Nicholas Nu Ulebv v. — Skc Iches i v — 
Martin Chiizzltwit 2 v — A Christmas 
Caiol, The (>liitm*s, 1 he Oru ket on the 
Hearth i v Maslci Huinphiev s Clock 
(OKI C uiiDsitv Shop, Bainabv 1\ lulf^e, etc I 
^ V — Pu tuns hoiii It ily I \ — ! )«nul»ey 
and Son \ v ~ Oavid C tipperfic Id ^ v, — 
Bleak House 4 v — A ChHcl’s History ot 
hngland (2 v 8^' \r 2,70 ) H trd I'lines 
IV - 1 Utle Doiiit (with lllustr ilions) 4 V 

— Ihe Battle of 1 if. , The Haunted Mm 
IV - A 1 ale of two t ities 2 v — Htintfd 
Dow n , Ihe IJiu oiiiuic i < lal 1 ia\ eUt r 1 ' 

(iieat h Xpert itions 2v C iinst nas 
Stones, t U I \ - Our ]Nrutnil Fiiend 

(with Jllustratuins) 4 v Somebody’s 
I ujftfage, >rrs T imper’s T.od^imvs , Mrs 
I uriper’s I t " i< v i v ' 1 toitor M i 
gold’s Presci iptunib , ATujjln lnnctioni\ 

— Ihe iSIystiiy of 1 dwin l)roo<l (with 

lllustralioiisi -’ \ - the Mudlog I’apcrs, 

IV - 1 lu I « tters ot < h irh s I )i( kens t d 
by his Sister m-1 wu^’hsc'V'Hn 1 s 
4 V — I iiie also 1 1 I'. » 1 U' ( » , N »)’ « I 
and I ales, and John Forster 

Dickens, Charles, 4 i Wilkie Collins 
No 1 lioTt)ii«,'hfare, Ihe I ate Miss Hol- 
hngford t V 

Disraeli, Benjamin, Lord Beaconsfiold, 

t t8Hr 

Ceningshv i v - - Sybil i v < < 
hit riling \w ith I’ortr lit) I \ - ‘Mto 
Tancred 2 v - V'entti i 2 \ — \"iMan 

Grey 2 v Heniutt.i leinplc i v — 
Lothair 2 V. - I' ndvimon 2 v 

Dixon, Ella Hepworth. 

The Story of a Modern Woman iv -One 
Doubtlul H our I V 

Dixon, W Hepworth, t 1870. 

Person d History of 1 oid Bnion x v. — 
1 he Holv Band 2 V -New \1ne1ua2v — 
Spiritual Wives 1 v Hit M 1 ? stv’s 
lowtr 4V - I n «. Kussia 2 V — History 
of two </iuens o v White Conquest 
2V — Diana, I.ady 1 yle 2 v 

Dixon, Jr., Thomas (Am ) 

The Leopard’s Spots 2 v. 

Dougati, L. (Am ) 

Beggars All 2 v 


Dowie, M^nte Mariel. 

A Girl in the Karpathians i v. 

Ooyle, Sir A. Conan. 

The Sign of Four i v - ^Hcah Clarke 
2*v — The Captain of the Pole-SCir, and 
other Tales i v. — Ihe WTiite f.ompiny 
i V — A Study m Scarlet i v. — The 
(ireat Shadow, and lieyond t^icCity i v. — 
Iht Ad\» ntuifs of Sherlock Holmes, 2 v. 
--The Pefiigees 2 v. — The hirni of 
Giidlestonc 2 V — The Memoirs of Sher- 
lock Holmes 2v — Ivound the Red Lamp 
I V — The Stark Munro Letters i v. 
The Fxploits of Brigadier Cjerard i v. — 
Rodney Stone 2 v - Uncle B< rnac i v, — 
The Ji igedy of the I\t>rosku i v — A 
j Duet T \ — Die Green hhig i v — The 
C,reat Bon W ir 2 v — The W'ar in South 
\fnca IV — Ihe Hound of the Baskei- 
villes I V — Ad\entures of frciard i, v — 
The Return of She/ lock Holmes 2 \ — Sir 
Nigtl 2 \ — Through the M.igic Door i v 

— Round the Fire Stoi les i \ — The ^fys- 
1 tery of fJootnber i v — Ihe I.ast Galley 
I IV — Ihe Lost World i \ — The Poison 

Belt I \ — The Land of Mist i v 

; Drummond, Professor Henry, f 1897 
' 111© Greatest Thing in the W'orld, Pax 
Vobi‘>cum , The C,hangcd T lit. i v. 

Oulferin, the Earl of. 

1 etters fioni High Latitudes 1 v. 

Duncan, Sara Jeannette, vide Rrs. 
Cotes 

Dunton* vide Th. Watts-Dunton. 

j Earl, the, and the Doctor 

South Sea Bubbles i v. 

Eastwick, Edward B , ♦ 1*^8^ 

Autobiogtaphj of J utfull ili i v 

Edgeworth, Maria 1> 29 

Edwardes, Mrs Annie 

Steifu I .iwreiue, ^ eom.in 2 v — Ought 
we to \ isit heD 2 V — A \’ag iborul Heroine 
— I eah AW oruan ol 1 ishiou 2 \ — 
A Bhu Stoikmg IV — Jet Her Fate or 
H< 1 Ioitinie>i\ ~ VSvi.in the Beautv 1 \ 

— \ Balhooin Repcnt.iiu'e 2 V. — AGirton 
(ml 2 V. — A Playwright’s Daughter, and 
Bertie Griffiths i v — Pearl-Powder i v. 

' Edwards, Amelia B., f 1892 
Barban-i’s History 2 v — Miss Carew 
a V — Hand and (jlovo tv. — Half a Md- 



lion of Money a v — Debenham’s Vow 
* V — In the Hays of iny Youth 2 v — 
Untrodden Peaks and Unfrequented Val- 
leys i V — Monsieur ^Maiiiue i v. - A 
Night on theBordeis i>f the Bl.uk I'orest 
XV — A 1 houb.ind Miles up the Nile 2 y 
— Lord Brai ken bury 2 v 

Edwards, W. Botham* : vuie Botham 

Eggleston, Edward (Am ), t 19^2 
The haith Doctor 2 v. 

Eibon, Barbara (Am ) 

Bethesda 2 v. 

Eliot, George (Miss Evans - Mrs Cross}, 
1 1880 

S< enes of Clciu.il lafe 2 \, — Adiini 
Bede 2 v — '1 he Mill on the 1‘loss 2 v - 
Silas ^lai ner 1 V - Isoinohi^v — helix 
Holt 2 V — E>aniel Deronda 4 v. — i'lie 
Lifted Veil, and Brother } uoh i v, - 
Impressions of T lieophrastus Such 1 — 

i<s^ays and T.eaves from a Note- Book 
IV — (looij^e Mint’s Life, eelited by her 
Husband J \V. Cross 4 v 

“Eliiabeth and her German Garden," 

Author of 

rii/aheth and hei German Garden i v — 
The Solitary Summer i v — Ihe Be 
fat ti ess 2 V — Princess I’nscilla’s Fort- 
night IV — The Adventures of Mizabeth 
in Rugen iv — Fi.tulein Schmidt aiul M r 
Anstiutlur i v — Ver i 1 v — 1 ht 1 n- 
chanted April i v — Love i v 

Elbot, Mrs Francee, t 1898 
Diary of an Idle Woman in Italy 2v — 
Old Conic I^ife in France 2 v — Ihe 
Italians 2 v ~ The Diarj of an Idle 
Woman in Su ily x v. — I'ntuus of (»ld 
Jiome IV Ihe Diary ofan Idle W’onjan in 
Spain 2 V — The Red Cardinal i \ — 
IheStorv of Sophia i v - Diaiy of an 
Idle Woman in Constantinople i v. — 
Old Court Life in Spain 2 v — Roman 
Gossip I V 

Emerson, Ralph Waldo (Am ), f 1882 
Representative Men r v - - Esviys i v — 
Nature and Thouglit i v — English Iraits 
1 V ~ Conduct of Life i v. 

English Fairy Tales.” i v. 

Erroll, Henry. 

An Ugly Duckling 1 v. 

Ester, E. Rentoul. 

The Way they loved at Grimpat i v. 


** Estelle Bussell,” Author of. 

Estelle Ruvsell 2 v. 

Esterre-Keohng, Elsa O'. 

Ihrec Sisters iv — A Laughing Philo* 
sophei i\ — The Professor’s W'^ooing j V. 
— In 1 hoiiglitlaiid and m Dteamland 
j 1 V — ( )i( haidsi lofi I V — A pp.issionata 
I I V — Old Maids and Young ^ v — TilO 
j en’s S< li I V 

“Euthanasia,” Author of 
j Euthanasia 1 v 

Ewing, Juliana Horatia, 1 i88<> 
Jackanapes; Ihe Story of a Short Life; 
Daddy D.11 win’s Dovecot 1 v. - A Elat 
Iron for a I’.irthing 1 v. — J he fJiownies, 
and other 1 lies i v 

“Expiated,” Amhoi of. 

I xpiated 2 V 

Fargus, F J vtde Hugh Conway. 

Farrar, F. W (Dean), t 1903 
Darkness and D iwn 31 

' “Fate of Fenella, the,” Authois of. 

Jhe 1 .lU of f oiulia, by 2 ; \utliots i v 

' Felkin, Alfred Laurence, vide E. T. 
Fowler 

Felkin, Mrs ; vide E. T. Fowler. 

Fendall, Percy . vidi F C. Philips, 

Fenn, George Manvllle 
Jilt I’.oson o’ Dunitord 2 v. — 1 ho 
C lerk of I’ortvvuk 2 v 

Fielding, Henry, 1 1754 

I lorn Jones 2 v 

Fmdlater, Mary 4 Jane (Am): v^de 
Kate Douglas Wiggin. 

Fitzgerald, Edward. 

Rub.aiyat of Omar Ivhayyam i v. 

Five Centuries 

of the FnglisJi Language and Litcraturo 
{ohn Wytliffe — GeofTicy f'haucer — * 
Stephen JLiwes — Su 'Llionias More. -- 
i drnund Spenser — Ben Jonson, — Jolm 
Locke — Thoracis Gr.ay (vol 500, publishoJ 
j8oo) i V 

Fleming, George (Am ) 

Kismet IV. — Andromeda a v. 

* Forbes, Archibald, t 1900. 

My Esperichces of the War hetweeti 
France and Germany s v. *-*• Memancs 





and Studies of War and Peace 2 v. — K/</<r 
»ito .(Dailjr News,” War Correspondence. 

Forrest, R, E, 

Fight Days 2 v, 

Forrester, Mrs. 

Viva 2 V. — Rhona 2 v. — JiTy Lord and 
My I ady 2 v - - 1 h »ve T,u<.<i and I.oved 
2v — June2v — Altlifntgli he was.i I^ord, 
andotherTalesi v — Coi is. mde, and other 
Talesiv. -Once A {jam 2\ — OitlieWorld, 
Worldly i v. — Dear*, 2 v ilie laglit 
of other Days 1 v — I'oo Late Repented 

I V, 

Forster, John, f 1876 

The 1^1 fo of Charles Dickens (with Illus- 
trations ind Portralt^> 6 v — Life and 
Times of Oliver Goldsmith 2 v 

FothergftI, Jessie. 

The First Violin 2 v. — Probation 2 v — 
Made or JMarred, and "One of Ihroe’' 
IV - f’eril 2 v — Horderland 2 v 

“Found Dead,” Author of vt<fc' James 
Payn 

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft <Mrs Alfred 
L.iuit nee Ft Ikin) 

A Double ! li^'end 2 v — The Farung- 
dons 2 V — hiif 1 of hire t v — Place and 
Power 2 \ — In Sub)n non 2 v. — Miss 
Fallowfield's Fortune i v. 

Fowler, Ellen Thorneycroft (Mrs A. L 
* helktn), &. Alfred Laurence Felkin 
Kate of Kate Hall 2 v 

Fox, Caroline, I 1871 

MeinorH's of Old Friends fioin her Jour- 
nals and Letters, edited by Horace N 
Pyra 2 V. 

“Frank Fairlegh,’* Author of (F E 
Sinedley), I 1864 
Frank Fairlegh 2 v 

Francis, M. E. 

The Duenna of a Genius i v. 

Frederic, Harold (Am ), 1 1898. 
Illumination 2 v. 

Freeman, Edward A», 1 1892 
The Growth of the F.nghsh Constitution 
tv, — Sketches from P>ench Travel 1 v. 


Frottde, James Anthony, 1 1894 
Oceana 1 v. — Ihe Spanish Story of the 
j Armada, and other L.Mays < v. 

Fullerton, Lady Georgiana, 1 1885 
^Uen Middleton i v. — Grantley Manor 
2 V. — Lady Bird 2 v — Too Strange not 
to be T rue 2 v. — Constance Sherwood 
2 V — Mrs. Gerald-s’ Niece 2 v. — 'Ihe 
Not iry’s Daughter i v. — I h * X.ilif*s oftha 
V'allcy, and 1 he House of Peiiarvan 1 v. — 
J he I ife of Luisa de Caivtijal i v — A 
Will and a Way, and The Handkerchief 
at the Window 2 v. — Ehane 2 v. (by Mrs. 
Augustas Craven, translated by Lady Ful- 
lerton) — Laurentia x v. 

Galsworthy, John. 

1 he Country House i v. — Fraternity? t . — 
Villa Rubem i v — A Man of Devon, 
etc tv — A Motley i v. — Tlie Patrician 
I \ — Justice, and Other Plays i v — The 
Silver Box, and Other Plays tv — The 
Inn of Tranquillity i v — The Island Pha- 
risees IV — The Daik Flower 1 v. — A 
Bit o' Love, and Other Plays r v — A 
I'.imily Man, and Other Plays it — Cap- 
turis r V — The White Monkey i v. — 
J Ihe Foisyte Saga 3 ' 

Gardiner : vid^ Lady Biessington. 

Qaskell, Mrs,, t 1865 

Mary Bat ton i v. — Ruth 2 v. — I.izzie 
Leigh, and other Tales i v - i he Ijfe of 
Charlotte Bronte 2 v. — Lois the WTtch, 
etc. IV — Sylvia's Lovers 2 v — Wives 
and Daughters 3 v — ( ran ford i v. 

“Geraldine Hawthorne,” Author of; 
vtdr Author of “Miss Molly.” 

Gerard, Dorothea (Madame Longard de 
Longgarde). 

Lady Baby 2 v — Recha i v. — Ortho- 
dox t V — TheWrongMan i v — A Spot- 
less Reputation i v — One \ ear i v. — The 
Supreme Crime i v — The Blood-Tax i v. 

— The Eternal Woman 1 v — Made of 
Money i v — The Bridge of Life i v. 
The Three Essentials 1 v — Ihe Improb- 
able Idyl IV-.- The Conipioniise 2 v, — 
Itinerant Daughters i v. — Restitution i v. 

— Pomp and Circumstance i v. — TheGrasa 
Widow 1 V — A Glorious Lie 1 v. — The 
Cit\ of Enticement i v. — Exotic Martha iv. 

— The Unworthy Pact i v. — The Waters 
of Lethe i v. — The Austrian Officer at 
Work and at Piay x v. 



12 


Tauc/tmiz Kdttton, Complete LtsU 


Gerard, E. de z:,^s/owsk.i) 

A Scf r et Mission i v — A 1 ' oi t lyntr 2 v 
- — Ihc \tciimn<itiori of J ove z v 

(Skbbon, Perceval. 

The AcUentuies of ]VIibs Gregory x v 

Qiberne, Agnes. 

Die ( mate’s Home i v. 

Gtssing, George, t loo-, 

Demos 2v — New (urub Stieet 2 v 

Gladstone, W. E , t iSufi 

Home and the Newest J tshions m Re- 
ligion IV -- lluiguiau Iloiioib, lud 
Russia in rurkistin, with <ilh(i li.uts 
jv — J I'e lltlif me I' ac toi in the 1 * istei n 
Problem, with othei li uts i v 

Glyn, Elinor 

The \ isits of I'Jirabeth x v. — I he Re- 
flet turns ot Anihiosint i v — The \’iassi. 
tudts of Evangeline i v — Ihyond the 
Rocks I \ — 1 hue Weeks i \ — Lh/a- 

beth Visits Ann I '( a I \ — His lloiii iv 
— T 111 KtMsonM hy i \ - 11 il« tom i v — 

llu konti'ist IV — Cuiinct tie's lanei i v 
- Alan .ind Alaid r v — Six Da\s r v 
Die C«reat Moment i v — 1 o%t s Blind- 
ness t \ 

Godfrey, Hal. vide Charlotte O’Conor 
Eccles 

Qoldnng, Douglas 

Nobody Knows x v — Cut koo i v 

Goldsmith, Oliver, t X771 

Select Woiks (with I’oitr.ut) i v. 

Goodman, Edward J. 

loo Curious 1 V 

Gordon, Julien (Am ) 

A Hiplom.it s I >. iiy I V. 

Gordon, Major-Gen C G , t 

His jouni.'ils .<t Kaitouin (with eighteen 
llUistratioiis) 2 v 

Gore, Mrs , t iHOi 

Castles in the Air i v — J he Deiii’s 
Daughter 2 v — I’logiess ind I’lijudite 
2 V. — M.imnion 2 v — A Tile's J issoiis 
2V — Tlie iwo Anstacracusav - Httk- 

iiigton 2 V 

Grand, Sarah 

Out Alaiiilold Nature x v. — Babs the 
Inipossdilc 2 V — h motional Moments i v 

Grant, Miss 

V ictor.Tesi ar z v. — Tbe Sun-Al.nd 2 v. 


— Aly Ile.Tit’s m the llighlanda 2 V.— 
Aitiste 2 V — Piiiue Hugo 2 v. 

Gray, Maxwell. 

The Sdente of Dean Maitland 2 v. — The 
Reproach of Aiinesley 2 v. 

Grenville Murray, E. C. (I rois-Kttnles), 

t 18H1 

Ihe AI ember lor Tans 2 v -- Young 
Brown 2 V — Ihe Jioudoir ( ahal 3 V — 
I'renth Ihcturcs in Iviighsh C h.ilk (hi*st 
SffiesJ a V --'Ihe Russians of lo-day 
IV — Inenth Pictures 111 J'nghsh Oiallc 
(Sicond SeitesJ 2 v — Stiange tales 
IV — Dial Artlul Vic ar 2 V Su Month* 
in the R inks i v - People i liave met I V. 

Grey, Zane (Am ) 

1 .ippan’s Thuro, and Other Stouts i v — 
Die Call of the Cannon i v — J lit Thun- 
dering Herd i v 

Grimwood, Ethel St Clair 
My Ihrec Aears in Manipur (with Por- 
trait) 1 V 

Grohman, W A Baillie 

lyrol and the I yrolese i v. 

Gunter, A C ), f 1Q07 
Air Barnes ol New York i v 
Guthrie, F. Anstey vide Anstcy. 

“Guy Livingstone,” Authoi of ((uorge 
Alfrt d i luunce), t 

Guy Tuingsttme i v Swoid ind 

(jowu IV — Baireii Honour i v 
Bordei and liastille 1 V — AlaunceDeung 

1 \ — Sans Alerci 2 v — Bieaking a 

Butterfly 2 v — Aiitcros 2 v — Ha- 
g iieue 2 V. 

Habberton, John (Am ) 

Hthn’s Balms & Other People’s Chd- 
ditn IV — ihe Bowsham Pu/^le i v. — 
Mrs Majburn's 1 wins 1 v. 

Haggard, Sir H Rider, t 1925 
King bolonitm’s Allots i \ — Slie 2V. — 
)tss 2 V Ail in <duati rmain 2V. — Die 
Witch’s lit ad 2v — Alaiwa’s Revenge 
IV Air Alct son's ill iv - Colonel 
(iuaritcli, VC 2 v — ( kojiatia 2 v — 
Allan’s Wife 1 v Beitiue z v — Dawn 

2 \ — Alontezuma’s Daughter 2 v — J he 

iVopk of the Mist 2 v. — Joan Haste 2 v.— - 
Heart oi the World 2v — 'Ihc Wizard 
IV.-— Doctor 'D'erne i v. — Sw.illow 
2 V — Black Heart and 'White lieait, 
and Fhssi 1 v. — Lysbetb 2v. — A Winter 
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Filial iniajje 2 v. — Pc.ul-M u<3f‘n 2 v. - 
Stella Fugoims 2 V - Ihe lirefhion 2 v 

— Ayeslia llio Ketnin of * ’ 2 v — 

llie Way of the Spirit 2 v — Jleiuta i v 
— - r.ir JMargaret 2 v — The Fady of 
Blossholmc IV — M<jrniiig St.n i v — 
(^)ui ( n Slu ha H King i v — Ktd I've i v 

— M,iiu. IV — C hil<3 of Stoini i \ — 1 h» 
Wirulciei’s Nitklnce i v -- Wisdrun 
I>.uightei 1 V — IIcu Iltu, or Tlie Mon 
stcr i V. — (^)uf‘en ol the Dawn r v 

Haggard, Sir H Rider, L Andrew Lang 

The W orld’s Desire a v. 

Hall, Mrs S C , f tH^^i 

Can W long be Fightj' l v. - Marian 2 v 

Hamerton, P Q , t 1 804 

M armoi ne i v — h i ent h and Engli h 2 v 

Hardy, Rev E J 

How to tte Happy though M mitd i v — I 
Still Happy though Manud i v 

Hardy, Miss Iza Ttde Author of “Kot 
Easily Jealous " 

Hardy, Thomas 

The Hand ot 1 thelherta 2 ▼ — Far 
lioin tlu M idtliiig ( rowd 2 v — d he Ke- 
tiitn ot the In itui 2 \ Ihe Inmipct- 
M i]or 2 \ . — A 1 lodu ( in 2 V - J wo on 
a lower ? v - A Ihin of Blue Eyes 2 \ 

— A Cijonp ofXohle Dailies i v — 1 < ss 

of tlie D’Uih ■ ‘ " 

Ironies I \ — J ude the ( )hsnn v 2 \ — A 
Changed M ur i , — [he Konuinta Ad 
■Ventures of a Milkntiid 1 v 

* Harland, Henry (Am 1, t 1905 
The Lady Pai amount 1 v 

Harraden, Beatrice. 

Ships Ih It piss in the Nid't iv — In 
Varying ^Moods i. v Hilda ifToid, 
and ihe Reiuiltime M wi 1 v I ht 
Fowh I V — I In Sv hohn v 1 ) iughf< r i \ 
Intel ])! i\ 2 V ' Outofiln WitiklRKt 
IV - Patufta r V — Youth Calling i v 

Harrison, Agnes 

III ai tin’s Viiu \ lid i v 

Harrison, Mrs . vnU Lucas Malet. 

Harte, Bret (Am ), t ipaa 
Prose and Pottiy (Tales ol the Argo- 
nauts — The Lurk of Koaring Camp, 
Ihe Outcasts of J’oker Flat, etc — 
Spanish and American Legends, Con- 
densed Novels, Civic and Ciiarittcr 
Sketches, I’oems) 2 v — Idyls of the I 
Foothills XV. — Gabiiel Comoy 2 v. — 


T vvo Men of Sandy Bat iv — llmnkhil 
Iflossom, and other I ales 1 v. — Drill fiotn 
Iwohlioiesiv “ J eh Bnggs’s Love Story , 
and otlier 1 ali s 1 v — I'lifS •md othrr 
Stones r v ()n tlie I'lontiei r v ■ — By 
^hote and Sedge i v - M.iru|i i v — 
Snow-]joiiiid at 1 agic’s, and Devil’s I'ord 
I V ] he C 1 iisaile ol ihe “ h xt elsior ” i v. 
-- ihe Ileiitage of Dedlow M ii<;h and 
ollu r I lies r V — A aif of the Plains i v 
- A hirst I amily of P.is t)ara . \ Silly 
Dous, etc IV A l^iotigee of laiic 
H imlin's, et< i v -- Ihe Beil-Kiigrr 
o{ Ang Ps, etc i \ -- C laronce 1 v — 

I h \nt estuis of Pt ter \therly,eti iv — 
f lies of Jiaii an<l Jown i v — Mr Jack 
lIimhn’sMtdialion, ind otlier Storu si v. 

— hiuin Sand-Hill to Pint, 1 v — Under 
the Redwoods i v — Trent’s Trust i v 

Hawthorne, Nathaniel (Am L + 

Die Scarlet letter i v - Tiansforma- 
tion (ihe Mcible 1 ' ninl 2 v — Passages 
horn his hiighsh Note- Books 2 v. 

Hay, John (Am), t loos “Tho 

Bread-Winners,” Author of 

Hay, Marie 

M IS anu'llo i v — The 1 vil V^ineyard i v 

Hearn, Lafeadio, f moti 

Kokoio I \ K\v lid in T \ — (iliitip'ies 

ol I lit mull IT ) ip in ! /'if <,/ Srf u i v 

— tilimpses ot Unfaniili.u Jajiin fSnomi 

(tit niitigs .n Buddh i h k Ids 
i\ — ( hit of the Last I V — TheRomaiico 
of th. Mdkv Way, etc i v 

Hector, Mrs 7 ide Mrs Alexander. 
“Heir of RedclyfFe, the,” Author of 
7 ide Charlotte M Yonge 
Helps, Sir Arthur, 1 

h 1 lends m ( ouncil 2 v Ivan de Biron 2 v. 

Hemans, Mrs Felicia, t x8j^ 

‘^eltit Poetual Works i v. 

Henry, 0 ( Vm ) 

C abb.igt s and Kings i v. 

Hergeshelmer, Jospph \ \m ). 

Java Head 1 v — C \ tin ita i v — IVToun- 
lainBlood iv —The IhieeBIukl' nnys 
IV — lund-i C ondon i v — Ihe Bnght 
I Shawl I \ — Balisind 1 v 

Hewlett, Maurice. 

The Forest Lovers i v — Little Novels 
of Italy IV — New t aiiterbuiy Tales 1 v. 

— Ihe Queen’s Quaii , or, T he Six Years’ 
Tragedy 2 v. — Fond Adventures 1 v — 
The Fool fc-riant 2 \ — Ihe Stooping! ady 
t V — Ihe Spanish Jade i v. — Halfway 





* ▼ — Open Country tv. — Rest 
Harrow i v. — B» jzenhead the Great i v — 
The Song of Rennv x v. — Lore of Proser- 
pine IV — Bentlish i v 

Hichens, Robert 

Flames 2 v — Ihe Slave a v. — Felix 2 v. 

— Ihe Woman with the Fan 2 v — Ihe 
GanU n of Allah 2 v. — 'Ihe l-llafk Spaiiit 1 , 
ami Other Stones i v — Ihe Call of tin 
Blood 2 V — A Spirit in Prison 2 v — 
Barbai> Sheep iv — Bella Donna 2v — 
The Spell of I'gvpt IV — Ihe Dwellti on 
the Thresliold i v — Ihe hiuitful Vine 2 v 

— The Londoners i v — An Imaginative 
Man XV. — The W'ay of Ambition 2 v — 
The Holy Land i v — The Last 1 imc, and 
Other Stories i v. — After the Verdict a v. 

Hobart Pasha, Admiral, 1 1886 
Sketches from my Life i v. 

Hobbes, John Oliver (Mrs Craigie) 
{Am ), t 1906 

Tlie Gods , Some Mortals and Lord 
Wickenhatii l v, — The Serious Wooing 

1 V. — 'Ihe Dream and the Business 2 v. 

Hoey, Mrs. Cashel. 

A Golden Sorrow 2 v. — Out of Court 2v 

Hoidsworth, Annie E. 

The Years that the Locust hath Eaten 
XV. — The Gods Arrive l v — The Val- 
ley of the Great Shadow i v — Gieatl^w- 
lands IV. — A Garden of Spinsters i v 

Holme Lee : vtda Harriet Parr. 

Holmes, Oliver Wendell (Am ), t *894. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
X V. — The Professor at the Breakfast- 
Table I V. — The Poet at the Breakfast- 
Table X T. 

Hope, Anthony (Hawkins). 

Mr. Witt’s Widow IV. — Plalf a Hero 
IV. — Comedies of Courtship i v — 'I'he 
Heart of Princess Osra i v — Simon Dale 

2 V — Rupert of Hentzau i v — The 
King’s Mirror 2 v. — Quisante i v — The 
Intrusions of Peggy 2 v — Double Harness 
2 V. — A Servant of the Public 2 v — Sophy 
of Kravonia 2 v — 1 ales of Two Peoplezv 

— The Great Miss Driver 2 v — Little 
Tigtr 1 V. 

Hopkins, Tlghe, 1 1919 
An Idler in Old France i v — Tlie Man 
in the Iron Mask i v. — Tlie Dungeons 
of Old Pans 1 v — Ihe Silent Gate iv — 
The Women Napoleon Loved i y. — The 
Romance of Fraud i v. 


^'Horace Tomplefon/" Author of 
Diary and Notes 1 v 

Hornung, Ernest William. 

A Biidc from the Bush 1 v. — Under 
Two Skies I \ — Some Peisons Unknown 
IV. — J he Amateur Cratksman 1 v ~ 
Tbe Rogut’s Man h i v — Peccavi i v 

— The Bhick M.ask i v —The Shadow of 
the Rifjic IV— No Heio i v — 1 )cnis 
Dent 1 \ — A 'Ihief in the Night i \ — 
Dead Men Tell No 3 ales I V — Mi )inlice 
Ra fflts IV — Ihe Canuia hierid I i — 
fathers of Men 2 v. — 3 he 1 housaiidth 
Woman i v — The Crime Doctor x v 

“Household Words." 

Conducted by Charles Dukens. 1851-56. 
x6 V. — Novi'is and Talks reprinted from 
Household Words by Charles Dickens. 
1856-59, ix V 

Houstoun, Mrs.: vide “Recommended to 
Mercy." 

“How to be Happy though Married"! 
vide Rev E. J. Hardy 

Howard, Blanche Willis (Am ), f i8y8 
Aunt Seiena i v. — Guenii 2 v. - 3 oiiy, 
I the Maid, etc i v. 

Howard, Blanche Willis, f 1898, k Wil* 
liam Sharp (Am ), t 1905 
A Fellowe and His Wife r v. 

Howells, William Dean (Am ) 

A Foregone Conclusion x v. — The 
Lady of the Aroostook i v. — A Modcra 
Instance 2 V — 3 he Undiscovered Country 
X v — Venetian Life (with Portiait) i v. 

— Italian Jonrnej'S i v — A Chance Ac- 
quaintance I V. — 3 'hejr Wcddingjouriiey 
IV — A 1 ' earful Responsibility, and 
Tonclh’s Marriage 1 v. — A Woman’s 
Reason a V — Dr Bieen's Prai tice i v. — 
Miss Bollard’s Inspiration 1 v. 

Hughes, Thomas, t 1898 
Tom Biown’s School-Days x v. 

Hungerford, Mrs. (Mrs Arglos), f 1897. 

Molly Bawii 2 V — ^Iis Ceoffiey 2 v. 
-- Faith and Uiif.iith 2 v — l.oys, Loid 
Beriesford, and other Tales 1 v — Ross- 
nioyiie 2 v — A Maiden all ! 01 lorn, 
etc XV. — A Passive Crime, and other 
Stories XV --Green Pleasure and Grey 
Grief 2 V - A Mental Stiuggle 2 v. — 
Her Week’s Anniscnient , and Ugly 
Bairiiigton x v — Lady Branksmeie a v. 
— l.ady Valworth’s Diamonds 1 v. — A 





Modern Circe a v. — Marvel a v. — The 
Hon. Mrs. Vereker i v — Uiidei-Cur- 
reiits 2 V. — In I^uumce Vile, etc. i v.— A 
Tronble«ionieGlil, .ind other Stories j v. - 
A Life’s Konioise a v. — A ’^onvCo»inette 
av. —Ihe Duchess i v — La.dy Verner’s 
Flight 1 V, — Nora Croina 2 v. — A Mad 
Flank, and other Stones 1 v. —• The 
Hoyden a v. - Peter's Wife a v. — A Pug 
of War I V, --- 1 he Professor’s Esperunent 
a V —* A Point of Conscience 2 v. — A 
Lonely Girl i v — Lovice x v. — Ihc 
Coming of Chloe x v. 

Hunt, Mra. : vuie Beaumont. 

Hunt, Violet. 

The fluiuan Interest i v — White Rose 
of We.uy Leaf ^ v - Ihe Wii»‘ of Alta- 
xnont I V 

Hutten, ^Baroness von (Am ) 

Kmgsmeadi V — IheLoidslnpof Ia>\e 2 v 

— 1 he Grfcn Pat« )i 1 v — Julia 1 v — 
Cand3% and Other Stones 1 v. 

Ingeiow, Jean, t 1897 
Off the &kelli,»s 3 V. — Poems 2 v 
I'.ited to be Free 2 v Sarih de 
Pereiiger 2 v -- Don John 2 v. 

tnglis, the Hon Lady. 

Ihe Siege of I^ucknow i ▼. 

Ingram, John H. : Poe. 

lota, vir/f Mrs CafFyn. 

Irving, Washington ^ \m ), t i8«;q. 

The Sketth Book (•with Poiti.iit) i v — 
riie Life of Malioiiiet i \ — Lives of the 
Sect essoisol Mahomet i v — Ciliver f.oid- 
Siiiilh 1 V — t hionides of Wolfert’s Roo'-t 
IV. — I ife of George ^Vashington 5 v 

Jackeon, Mrs. Helen (H. H.J (Am.), 1 1885 
Rannnui 2 v 

Jacobs, W. W 

Many Caig<ns i \ — The Skipper’s 

Wooing, and 1 lie Blown Man’s Servant 
I ^ Sea Ui thins i v — A Master of 
Craft 1 V — Light Fi eights i v — AtSun- 
WithPoit IV — ihe J^ady ofthe B.irge i\ 

— Odd Craft tv — Dialsttme Lane v 

— Captains All I V. — Short Cruises i v 

— Salthaven i v. — Sailois’ Knots i v — 
Ship’s Company i v. 

James, Charles T. C. 

Holy Wedlock i y. 

James, Q. P, R., 1 1860 
Morley Kmstetn (with Portrait) i v. — 
FOfett Days x v, — The False Heir i v. — 


Arahella Stuart i ' — Rose d'Albret 
X V *- Arrah Neil i v.- Agincourt t v. — 
Ihe Smuggler i v. — Ihe Step-Mother 
a V. — Beauchamp x v. — Heidelberg 
XV. — Ihe Gipsy 1 v. — D-irnicy i v, — ■ 
Russell 2 V. — Sir Theodore Broughton 2 v. 

James, Henry (Am ) 

The Europeans x v — Daisy Miller; Ai} 
Intel nation.aI !• pisode, hour M eetiugs 1 v. 

— Rodf-rttk Hudson a v — ilie Madonna 
of the Futuie, tic 1 v — Confidence x v. 

Washington Square, etc. 2 v. >- Ihe 
Poitiait of a Lady 3 v. *— Foieign Parts 
IV — Ihc Siege of I^ondon , The Point 
of View, A Passionate Pilgripi j v — 
J’ortiaits of Places i v — A I.ittle Tpur IQ 
j France i v. — llie I'lner Grain i v. 

JeafTreson, J, Cordy. 

A Book about Doctors 2 v. — A 
Woman in spite of Herself 2 v. — The 
Real Lord Byron 3 v. 

I Jenkin, Mrs Charles, f 1883 
“Who Bre iks — P.iys” i v — Skir- 
nusliing I V Once and Again 2 v. ~ 
Iwo hrench Marriages 2 v. --Jupiter’s 
Dauglitets i v 

Jenkins, Edward. 

< Jinx’s Bihy, his Birth and other Mis* 

I loitnurs, Lord Bantam 2 v. 

“Jennte of ‘The Prince’s,”’ Author of: 
B. H. Buxton. 

Jerome, Jerome K. 

The Idle ihoughts of an Idle Fellow 
I V — Dmry of a Pilgrimage, and Six 
I'ssaysiv — Novel Notes rv — Sketches 
I .aveiider, Blue and Green i v — 
llie Second Ihoughts of an Idle Fellow 
I V — Three Men on the Buinmel i v. — 
Paul Kelver a v — lea-Table Talk i v. 

— loinm-\andCo iv ~ Idle Ideas m 1005 
IV. — T he Passing of the Thud Floor B.u k 

1 \ — Ihe Angel and the Author—aiid 
(ithet*- I V — They and I. i v — AH Roads 
Lead to Calvary i v — Anthony John x v, 

Jerrold, Douglas, 1 1857. 

History of &t Giles and St. James 

2 V. — Men of Character 2 v. 

“John Halifax, Oentleman,” Author of. 
mde Mrs. Craik. ^ 

I Johnny Ludlow: Mra. Henry Wood. 

Johnson, Samuel, 1 1784 
Lives of the Eeglisb PoeU 2 r. 
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Jolly, Emily ^ 

Colone] Drfcie 2 v^- 

Joshua Davidson,” Authot of. vtif< 
Mrs E Lynn Linton. 

Kavanagh, Miss Julia, t 1877 
K-itlialu* 2 V — D.iisy Burns 2 v. — 
Giace I ee 2 V — Kat hoi tn iv 1 v — 
Adtlt 3 V — A Sutnnior and WinU'r in 
the J wo '^icilits 2\ — Seven Ve.irs. and 
other lales 2 \ — I‘ rench Women of 
Betteis I V — li,nHli*iii ^Vomen ol Letters 

1 V — Queen Alah '* v — Bt »tiue 2 v — ■ 
Dor I 2 V — Silvia 2 V — Bessie 2 v. — 
|olin Dornen 3 V — I wo I dies a v. — 
Forget-nie-nots 2 v. {I tdt j> 20 ) 

Kaye-Smith, Shelia 
Tlie I nd of th< House oJ A 1 od i y 
Keary, Annie, t i'^70 
Oldluii y 2 V. — t aslle Daly 2 v. 

Keary, C F. 

Thf Mount I V 

Keeling, D'Esterro- ’ /o'' Esterro. 
Kempts, Thomas A 

Hit' IniiLilum of C liilst Iians'ii'id 
fiom the i atm hj W iienliam, no 1 v 
Kennedy, Mirgaret 
Tilt < ' Hist tut N V mj)h 1 

Kimball, Richaid B i \m ), f xh,,. 

Saint I c^,ir I \ — koiiiiiue of “^I'ldt iit 
lilt Aliioidiv — LAidi r< iiiit Ills 1 t 
W (S h<' ''siK ( , wslnl ^ 

Kinglake, A W , t o 

I'-Otlu 11 I \ - 1 lie Invasion of th* 

Clime i X I V 

Kingsley, Charles, f 187" 

W t SI W 11 d lu» ' 2 V - 1 W o ^'i 0 S l};o 2 \ 

— J 1 \ }i 111 i 2 \ — II t 1 1 w ud <h( Wait 

2 V — A t 1 ist 2 \ 

Kingsley, Henry, t 18/' 

Ivatensluie 2 v ~ Austin I Ihot i v 
( >t t>tti> 11 iiidv I) 2 V — i Ih HiHviisand 
tin Bui tons 2 \ ~ 1 t lahtoii < om t i v — 

\ aleiitin i v — Kcfxiiudd lletiieityt 

— Ihe Gr.inji^e G.irden 2 v 

Kinross, Albert 

Aft Optra and I xidy CoaMut le 1 v 

Kipling, Rudyaid 

rUun lales Irom the Hills t v — d he 
St ( ond Jun”:lc Book 1 v — Ihe St«ven 
Seas 1 V — ‘H 'tpt iins <^our i<;f om, 

I \ — Ihft Day’s W'tuk i v. — A Meet 
in Beintr iv — Stalky vV (.0 iv — hiom 
Sta to Sea 2 \ — ihe City of Dreadful 
JSij^ht IV - Jvini IV — justSoStti 
' — fihe hive Kations 1 v — diaflns and 


Distoveiies I V. - - Put k of Book's Hill iv 

— At lions anti Rc.ietions i v — Kewanls 
and ILniies i v — 1 and ami Seal ales i v. 

LafTan, May 

Flitters, Tatters, and the (counsellor t v. 

Lamb, Charles, t 

Ihe I'ssays of Elia and I li.viia i v {J'tde 

P ^9 ) 

Lang, Andrew: ro/t N. Rider Haggard. 
Langdon, Mary ( Am ) 

Ida May I V 

“Last of the Cavaliers, the,” Authoi of 
iMiss I’itldinu;tou'i 

Ihe List of the (..iv.diers 2V — II10 
Cl on of .1 1 OSS 2 V 

taszowska, Mnie do rvr/e E Gerard 
Laurence, George Alftod 1 id: “C'ly 
I Livingstone ” 

Lawless, the Hon Emily, t 1013 

j lliinisii i 

Lee, Holme, md* Harriet Parr. 

I Lee, Vernon. 

I 1 ’ope 1 at V nth, € ti iv — Co nuis I ot 1, and 
j lilt l^mluoitttl Woods r V — Hoitus 
I \ Jt le, and I imho i v — 1 lu Spiiit of 
Rome, and Lmius \tdiih', i v — V'.unf. 
j 1 \ — 1 ouis Noiht It 1 V -- 1 lu S' oil 

j m» ntal li i\t Hi r i \ i hi ] o\\i 1 dil th<' 

Miiitusrv — J he ( tulden Keys I V 

Le Fanu, J S , t 187 , 

Hiule Sil.ij, J \ - ( uiy Divert 11 2 v. 
j Lemon, Mark, 1 1870 » 

; W .lit foi tilt 1 id 2 V — I tived .it I ast 
! 2 V — Falkner J >lc 2 v — Lt yton Hall, 
id other I .des. 2 v — ( loldt ti I' etters 2 v 

j Lever, Charles, I 1K72 
j Ihe O'Doiio^hue i v. — Ihe ICiiiyht of 
I (•vvviiiu' •) V - Aithm () I tart v — 
H It I \ I om tpier 2 v —<h.nh's(P\Ld- 
I If y 3 V — 1 oni Bui ke of “ Oins” 3 V — 

' ’ tk Ilmttm 2 V — lilt' Daltons 4 v — 
Die Dodtl J annly Abroad 3 V.- Ihe 
A 1 trims of ( ro Martin 3 v — Ihe I 01 
tunes of (lit iH 01 1 2V - Kol.ind (. asfu'l 
3V - Davt npoi t Dunn 3 V — (onftsstuns 
of ( on ( It }4.iii 2 V - One of I lieni 2 v — 
M mutt liernay 2 v. — Baiiinjjttin 2 \ — 
A D IV s Ride 2 V — Luttiell of Air in 2 v. 

— I oiiy Butler 2V — Sir Brook Ptisshtooke 
2 V — Ihe Biamleiuhs of Bishop’s holly 
2 V - A Rent in a < hnid i v — '1 h.it Boy 
ofNorrott's 1 V — St Patrick’s l^ve , Paul 
Gosslett’s Confessions i v — Lord Kil- 

1 gobbiii 2 V. 
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Levett-Yeats, S. 

Tin* Honour of S.ivt lli i v — Hu* 
( lif'v iluM (rAun.K IV — *] lu H.iitor’s 
Way I V — The Toid Protector i v 
Oi I nil j V 

Lewes, Q H , t 187B 

Kanthori>e 1 v — I he Phy^iolo ;y o| 
Coninum 1 tfe 2 v On Actom and the 

Art of Artnijj i v 

Lewis, Sinclair (Am ) 

Babbitt 1 \ — t'lur Mr Wrenn iv — 

Arrowsrnith i v 

Linton, Mrs E. Lynn, f T8q8 
Ihc true Histoiv of In&hua I>avi<b >n 
V. — P.ilruM Keriib.ili 2 v — » he 
AtoiuMiient oi 1 t un 1 )mul.is 2 v — 
Wr)rlc] ■v\tll I ost 2 \ — llinl<r wliul. 

LorcH 2 V — 1 odliiinti i ■>’ It y o 111111’ 1 1 end 
and otliei ‘■■'toius 1 \ — lone 2 v 

Lockhart, L W M , t ihS2 
me IS 1 hme *’ v 
Loftus, Lord Augustus 
Dijiloni.itic Keinunsi t nces 1837 ♦ 1862 
(with Pot tt .»iti 2 V 
London, Jack ( \in ) 

rniinint^ i)u\)iL,hL i \ — 1 lu ( ,dl of tin' 

\\ dd 1 V - W lu n c.od T itmiis i v — 1 he 
St I- Wolf 2 ^ South *^1 i luUs I ^ — 
M It tin loleti ’ \ — /V 'son of tin ‘sun i \ 

— Ihe Son of llit \\ oil i \ — 1 he \ alley 
of the Moon 2 ’ 

Lon^ard, Mine de ' itu 0 Qerard 
Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth ( \ni t, 

\ iHH 

Poeiu ,1! \\ orK< ,nith Poiti.iit) ;\ — 

'll»e iJnuu (.onud\ td Dinte Mi^liien 
3 V — 1 hr Xf u I 11”! tnd It I'.o du s 1 \ 

— lhclh\iiu Ir I \ i l<)Wi I de- 

I IK e, .ind I hire Hooks ot 'sonj^ i \ lie 
M.isqiic of P uuloi.i and otlu r Poiuns i v 

Lonsdale, Margaret 

Sistrt Hot a (with I’Tntr ul) 1 v 
Lorimer, George Horace Vm t 
I etttrs fioin a S< if M uk M< n h int to h 
Son IV -- Oldtioieontiidiiin iv — 
Jack Sjniitoik, I’rod.” il i \ 

“Lost Battle, a " 2v 
Lowndes, Mrs Belloc 

1 hf HUitinostl iitlinn; i \ — ^tndu s in 
\\ ues I V ~ W hen Xti M in Pui an tli i v 

— lam (1/1 rda - I • ! ‘ir (, hink in the 

\ . « a' ! 1 Ml Pill i V - Sttulies 
In Tovi and in Terror i \ I he I odf^ei i v 

— 1 lie h nd of her Hone v moon r \ — Why 
IheyMainediv - Tiie 1 eirifoid ISIvs- 
terv 1 V. — Some Men and \\ onn n i \ 

— Bread of Deceit 1 v —Whit Really 
Happened i v. 


fubbock, Sir John (Loid Avebursf), 
1834, t "Q13 

The Pleasures of J ifc 1 v — 1 he Beau- 
ties of Nature (with Jllusir/itionb) i v — 

1 he Use of lafe 1 v — Sr encry of S w it/er- 
land (with Illustrations! 2 v — Rssays ami 

iddiisses iqco-igo5 t 

“Lutfuilah ” . Eastwick. 

Lyail, Edna, t ino:; 

Me 1 wo 2 V — Donovan 2 v. — In 
the Golden Days 2 v. — Knigfht-Erfant 

2 \ — Wavfaniij/ Men 2 v — Hope the 

H< rniit 2 — In Spite of All 2 v — The 

! Hindi ers 1 v 

[ Lytton, Lord * 7 ///e E Buiwer 

Lytton, Robert Lord (Owen IMeirdith), 
t 1801 

Pof ms 2 T — Fables ui Song 2 v 

Maartens, Maarten. 

The Sin of )oost Avchngh i v — An 
Old Maid’s Love 2 v - God’s I'ool 2 v 

— Hie Cjrratrr Gloiy 2v — ^ly I ady 
Nobody 2 V Hei Mimory' iv - So 

j Women 1 ha\r knoven r v — My Poor 
I RH (tions 2 V — !)(> ofhea 2 v — 'Ihe 

j Ht all is 2 V — 1 h< Woni in *< \ u tory, and 
(^tlu r Storif s 2 V — i ht X( \\ J^i liqion 2 \ 

— Ikotlu rs All I \ — I he Prii eof Lis Dons 
2 V — Hat men PoK P, asant i v — E\e 2 \ 

McAulay, Allan (Am ) Kata 

Douglas Wiggin 
Macaulay, Lord, 1 i8:;o 
Hivtor\ of Ln/I nul (with Ikuti utt in v 

— ( ntu al iml Historu al J ssi\s > \ — 

! I lys of ViUKiit \<< 

j 2 V — iiio|jra]diic il ] s', js i v. — W il 
I him Pat, Alterhiiry i v — (See also 
1 III vely in> 

I Macaulay Rose 

( lold b\ in Jdiot I \ — Orph in Island i v, 

1 — A Casual Commentary i v 

McCarthy, Justin 

Hie W'aterdaie Xeighhonts 2 v — 

1 )< a I idy Hisd i.u . i — ISIjss Mtvan 
j tbifipe 2 V — \ 1 1 Morv oi our t)wn 1 1 

I ^ , -- I^'orina (Quixote 2 v — A Short 

j ilislory of our ( 'wn Times 2 v — V 
( History of the 1 our Georges A'ols i & 
I 2 — A llistoiy of our r>vMi limes Vols 
6 A " isu)iplement lb — V Histoivofthe 
Tout G« oiges and of W illi.mi IV \ oK 5, 
4 A 5 (sup[)U mental I A Sliort History 
of our Own I irnes Vnl ^ {siipplomctU ill. 

MacDonald, George, t 1005 
Alec I'orl»es of How glen 2 v — David 
Elginbrod 2 V — The Vicar’s Daughter 

2 V — M.ilcolin 2 V — St George and 
St Miiluiel 2 V — Iho Marquis of 
Lossic a V. — Sir Gibbie 2 v. — .Marw 



Jftffarston a r — The Gifts of the OiiW 
Chitst, .iml other Tales i v — J he Prin- 
cess and Curdle t v. 

Mackarness, Mrs , t xK8i 

Sunlieam Stones i v — \ Petrltss 
Wife 2 V — A Mingled Yarn 2 v 
Mackay, Eric, t i8q8 

!Love I^etters of a Viohiust, and othei 
Poems I V. 

■ackeiizie, Compton. 

The Old Men of the Sea x v. 

MoKnlght, Charies (Am ), t i88t 
Old Fort Diiqiiesne a v, 

Mactaren, Ian, t ^9^7 

Beside the Bonnie Brier Bush i v — 
The Days of AuUl Tangsyne i \ 

Macleod, Fiona, t 1005 
Wind and Wave i v — 1 he Sunset of Old 
Tales I V 

Macleod, Norman, t 1872 
The Old I leutenant and Ins Son i v 
Macpherson, James, + 1796 Ossian. 
Macquoid, Mrs. 

Patty 2 V — Miriam’s M image 2 \ — I’lr- 
tures aiioss the Ch innel 2 v — My ‘^toiy 
2V—- Diine2v — Besnle the Hivt r 2 \ - 
A Faithful r.over 2 v 
“Mademoiselle Mon,” Authoi of (Miss 
Robe rts) 

Mademoiselle Mon 2v — D( nist iv 
— ‘Madame Fontenoy t v — - ( )n tlic 
Edge of the Storm i v — 1 he Atehei du 
Lys 2 V — In the C)ldon ’J line 2 v 

Mahon, Lord : vtde Stanhope. 

Maine, E $. 

Scarsrl ff Rocks 2 v 
Malet, Lucas (Mis Mary St. Legei 
Harrison) 

Colonel Etuierby's Wife 2 v — I ht 
Histoi y of Sir Ru hard C alinady 5 v — ] Jil 
F at Honyon 2 v — J he Score i v — 
Adrian Sa\age 2 v 

Malmesbury, the Earl of. 

Memoirs of an Kjt-Mmister 3 v 
Mann, Mary E. 

A Winter’s Tale x v — The Cedai 
Star I V 

Mansfield, Robert Blachford. 

The Dog of the Water 1 ily 1 v. 

Mark Twain: vtfie Twain, 

Marlowe, Christopher 
Doctor Faustus ; Edward the Second , The 
)ew ef Malu x v. 


**Marmorne,'’ Author of; vtdJ P, A, 
Hamerton. 

“Marriage," the Authors of (Am.), 
Mamagc. Short Stories of Mamed Dife 
by American Writers i v 

I Marryat, Capt., t 1848 
Jacob F.ulhful (with Portrait) i v. — 
PerCival Keene 1 v — Peter Snnpio iv x* 
Japhet in Se.nch of a Fathei 1 v. — 
Monsieur Violet l v — Hie S( tilers m 
C anada 1 v — Tlie M ission r v — Tho 
Privateer’s- M.nn r v. — i'fie Children of 
the New-Forest tv — Valerio 1 v 
Mr Mulshipin.ui E.isy iv — I lie King’s 
Own IV (I tdt' p 29 ) 

Marryat, Florence, t iSqo 

1 ove’s Confiut a V •— hor Ever and 
Ever 2 V — Ihe C oiifesbions of Gerald 
FsUourt 2 V. — Nelly Brooke 2 v — 
Veromquo 2 v — Petiouel . v, — Her 
Lord and JM aster 2 v — Ihe Prey of the 
Gods IV — I ife and I otters of ( ipt.un 
Marryat i v — Mad Dinn.iresq 2 v — 
No Intentions 2 v — lighting the Air 

2 V — 1 lie Poison of Asps, and otlu rStories 
1 v — “ My on n C hild ” 2 v — \ Harvest 
ot Wild Oats. 2 V — A I ittle Stepson 1 v 

W ritten m h ire 2 v — Her VV 01 1<I against 

1 I le a V - 1 he Root of all Isvil 2 v — 
ihe h ur-haired Alda 2 v — With f upld’s 
Fyes 2 V — My Sister the 2\< tiess 2 v — 
rhyUida2v — Fating tlie I'ootliehts (with 
Portrait) 2 v — A Aloiiient of ALulness, 
ind other Stones 1 v ihe tihust of 
( li irlotto f ray, and otiiei Stones i v — 
Pc< ress and PI lyer 2 v — Under the I.ihes 
and Roses 2 V — LheHt »rt of ) anc Warner 
2v — 'lh< lit ir Pi esuniptii e 2 V — The 
Master Passion 2 v — Spiders of Society 

2 v — Driven to B ly 2 v — A Daiightcsr 

the Iropus 2 v Mount Eden. A 
Roiimiue 2 v — Rlimlfold 2 v — A 
Scarlet Sin i v — A Bankrupt Heart 2 v, 
— Hie Spirit Woibl 1 v — The Beautiful 
Soul IV — 2\t Heart a Rake 2 v — 
Ihe Strange 1 r msfiguration of Hannah 
Stubbsi IV — The Dream that Stayed 
2 v. — A Passing Madness i v — The 
Blood of the Varupiie r v — A Soul on 
Fire f V, — Tris the Avenger t v. 

Marsh, Mrs. Anne, i 1874. 

RavcnstlifFc 2 v — Emilia Wyndham 
2 V — Castle Avon 2 v. — Aubrey 2 v. — 
The Heiress of Haughton 2 v. — Tho Rose 
of Ashurst 2 V 

I Marshall, Mrs. Emma, 1 1899. 

Mrs, Mainwanng’s Journal i v — 
Benvenuta i v. — Lady Alice 1 v» — » 
Dayspnng 1 ▼. — Life’s Aftermath 1 v, 



tn East Coimtry i v, No Xlll; ot^ 
Tb® Story of tlie 1 ost Vest.il i v — In 
Four Feigns i v. — On the Ihinks of the 
Ouse I V Alma r v — LTiuler thsbury 
Sprre * v. — The End ( rowns All i v — 
\Vinche8ter Meads i v — Eventide Light 
XV. — Wimfrede’s ]ourn il i v, — Biistol 
Bells I V. — A I ily among 1 horns i v. — 
Penshurst Castle IV. — ^ Kt nsmgton Palace 
IV.-— The Master ol the Mositians i v 
— f An Escape from die lower x v — • A 
llannt of Ancient Peace i v. — Ca‘«tle 
Meadow tv. — In the Choir of W est- 
nunster Abbey i v, — The Young Qiu en 
of He.vits IV — Under the Dome of St. 
Paul’s IV. — {ytc/e p. 2q ) 

Mason, A. E W. 

The Four Feathers 2 v — Mnanda of 
the Baltony i v — 1 he Courtship of Mor- 
rue Buckler 2 v — Ihe Watchers i v — 
l^unning Water 1 v — Ihe Broken Road 
IV. — Atthe Villa Rose I V - The Turnstile 
a V. — I'he Witness for the Defence i v 
■— 1 he House of the Arrow tv— The 
Winding Stair i v 

Mathers. Helen (Mrs Henry Reeves) 
^‘Cherry Kipe'” 2 v — “I .ind o’ the 
I.eal’' I V. — My I ady Green Sleeves 2V. 

— As he comes up the Stair, etc 1 v — 
Sam’s Sweetheart 2 v — Eyre’s Acquittal 
a V — Found Out i v — Murder or Man- 
slaughter? IV — llie F'ashion of this 
World (80 I’f ) — Blnul jiis-tn e, and “Who, 
being dead, yet Speaketh ” i v. — What 
the Glass lold, and A Study of a Woman 
IV — B.xm Wildfire 2 v — Becky 2 v — 
Cindc'ib 1 V — “Honey” 1 \ — Ihe New 
Lariy 1 carle, and Other Stories and Essays 
1 V. — The F'erryman i v — lally Ho ' 2 v 

— Pigskin and Petticoat 2 v — Gay Law- 
less I \ 

Miugham W. Somerset. 

The Trembling of a' Leaf tv — The 
Painted Veil i v 

Maurice, Colonel. 

The Balance of Military Power in 
Europe I V. 

Maurier, Qewge du, 1 1S96 

Trilby a V — Ihe Mailian 2 v 

Maxwell, Mrs. : vtt/e Miss Braddon. 
Maxwell, W. B. 

Tlie Ragged Messenger 2 v. — IheGuarded 
Flame 2 v. — Mrs Thompson i v — The 
Res»t Cuie i v. — In Cotton AVool 2 v — 
General Mallock’s Shadow 1 v. — Ihe 
Day’s Journey 1 v — Children of the 
Ntfht 1 V. — Fertiande r v. — Spinster of 
this parish i v. 



'‘Mehalidi** : t'tdf Bariag-SotilC 
Melville, Qeorge i. Whyte, 1 1876. 

Kate Coventry 1 v. — Digby Grand i v. 

— Good for Nothing 2 v. — '1 he Queen’s 
Manes 2 v. — Ihe Gladiators 2 v — 1 lie 
Biookes of Bndlemere 2 v Cense 2 v. 

— 1 he Interpreter 2 v. — 1 he White Rose 
2 V — ^I or N. X v — Contraband x v. 

— Sanhedon 2 v — Uncle johii 2 v — 
Katerfeltc i v — Sister I.Ouise i v — 
Rositie IV — Roys’ Wife 2 v. — Black 
but i.onielj 2 v. — Riding Recollections tv 

Memorial Volumes: vtdr Five Centuries 
(vul 500; , The New Testament 
(vol 1000)! Henry Morley (vol. 2000); 
Theodore Stanton (vol 4000) 

Meredith, George, t 1909 
Ihe Ordeal ol Richard Feverel 2 v. 
Beauchamp’s Career 2 v. — Ihe Iragic 
Comedians i v — ■ Lord Orninnt and his 
Ainintaa V. — The AinazingMarriages v. 

— The Egoist 2 V — Rhoda Fleramg 2 v. 

Meredith, Owen * vide Robert Lord Lyttoa 

Merrick, Hope. 

Mary-Girl i v 

Merrick, Leonard. 

'Ihe Man who was good i v — - Tins 
Stage of Fools 1 v. — Cyntlua 1 v — One 
Man’s View t v. — The Actor-Manager 
r V. — TheAVorldlutgs i v — When Love 
flies out o' the Window i v — Conrad in 
Quest of His Youth i v. — The Quaint 
Companions I v —Whispers about Women 
IV — The House of Ljnch i v — Ihe 
Man who Undei stood Women, etc iv — 
All the World Wondered, etc i v — The 
Position of Peggy Harper i v 

' Merriman, Henry Seton, 1 1903. 

Young Mistley tv — Pnsoners and 
Captives 2 v. — From One Generation to 
Another i v. — With Edged Tools 2 v — 
I'he Sowers 2 v — Flotsam 1 v. — In 
Ked.xr’s Tents 1 v — Roden’s Corner 
IV — Ihelsleof Unrest I V — The Veivet 
Glove I V — TheVuItmes iv — Bariasch 
of the Guard r v — Tomaso's Fortune, and 
I Other Stones 1 v. — The Last Hope z v. 

' Mill, John Stuart, * 1806, f 1873 
On Liberty and The Subjection of Women 

1 V 

Milne, James. 

Ihe Epistles of Atkins i v. 

Hilton, John, t 1674. 

Poetical Works x a* 
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“M»8» Molly,” Author of 
Geraldine Ilawtlioine i v. 

“Molly Bawn,” Author of Mrs 

Hungerford 

Montgomery, Florence 
M isiuulerstood i v — Thrown lo- 
gethei 2v. — Ihw.iited i v — W ild Mike 
IV — be-iiotth j V — Ihe Hlue Veil 
IV- — i ransioi med i v. — C olonel Norton 
2\ — Pi d 1 V — Ih loud tlic Set nts 

in the Sthooliooin i v (I tde p 29 ) 

Moore, Frank Frankfort 

“Ihorbui the Poms’' 2v — A Giay 
Eye or So 2 v — One Fair Dmghter 
2,v — Ihe Jessaiuj Bude I V — Nell(«wjn 

— Comedian 1 v — A Danistl or 1 wo 1 v — 

C astlc Oineiagh 2 v — Shipmates in Sun- 
shiiir ? V — 1 he Original Woman I \ - 
The While Causeway 1 \ — 1 he A rtful M iss 
] 3 ill I \ — Ihe Marriage I/C ist i \ — \n 
Amateur Adventm c ss I V — Piiscilla md 
C h 1 1 \ bdis IV — 1 lie h ood of J o\ e i \ 

The J^aird of Craig Athol i v — 1 he Ljlstt i - 
man 1 v 

Moore, George 

C ehbates I V — E\ (dyn Times 2 v — Sistei 
T eresa 2 \ — J ht U iitillt d I icld 1 v — ( on- 
fessionsof oiing Man I V —ihe 3 .ik- 
— ^Memoirs of nij JJe id J/ife 1 % - \\i iv | 

— Spi mg f) i\ s 1 \ — Salve I \ — \ dt i\ 

— The Block Keiitli > v -Muslin i\ ~ 
The Coming of (i ibritUe i v 

Moore, Thomas, t 1852 
Poetical Works (with Portrait) 5V 

Morgan, Lady, t i «59 
Memoirs 3 v 

Morley, Henry, + 1 804, 

Of English 1 itenture in the Tteign of 
Victoiia W itli hacsiimlis of the Sign 1 
tines of Authors in tiu* i aiu hnit^ 3 ’dition 
(v 2000, published 18H1) i v 

Morris, William 

A Selection from bis Poems i v, 

Morrison, Arthur 

Tales of Mean Stiects 1 v — A Child 
of the J ago tv — To Imndon Town i v 

— Cunning Murrell i v — 1 ht Hole in the 
Wall 1 V — Ihe Cieen Evt of Goona i v 

— Divers Vanities i v. — Green Gingei i v. 


Muirhead, James Fuliarton. 

The J and of ( entrasts i v 

Muiock, Miss, vide Mrs. Craik. 

' Murray, David Christie. 

Rainbow Gold 2 v 

Murray, Grenville* njide Grenville. 

“My Little Lady,” Author of vid^ E, 

Frances Poynter. 

New Testament, the 

1 lie Authoustd English Vtisicn, with 
Intioduction and Various Ivi adriigs from 
the three most tt lebrated Mamisr ripls of 
tIu Original I ext, by Const.intiiif ] is< ht ti- 
dorf (\cl 1000, publisiied ihop) i v 

Newby, Mrs C J. 

( otnnion Sense 2 v. 

Nicholls, Mrs. • ^nde Currer Boll. 

, “Nina Balatka,” Author of vid< An- 
thony Trollope 

No Church,” Autlun of (h Rohinson) 

I No Churth 2 v — Owen. — a \\ aif 2 v. 

Noel, Lady Augusta 
Plithersei Mete 2 v 

Norris, W E 

A B.ithtlor’s Blunder 2 v — The Rogue 
2V - Miss. Slidto 2 V - Mis heritopiv. 

— Mis'idventiire 2 v -- Sunt Ann’s i v 

— A V'lttim of Good J.uck i v C latissa 
1 ‘uiiusi 2 \ \I iiiett I’s M image „> v 

Ihe I'lglit for the Crown i \ — I lie 

Willow er r V ( Jill s Ingilbv iv — I iie 
ITowt 1 of tilt I'lot k T i ~ I lis (B\n Fa tilt r 
IV — 1 ht ( iidit of iht C ounly x v — 
I.otd 1 t on lid lilt IiuklessTv — N. trine’s 
t omedian i \ — Nigt I’s \ oi alion i v ■ — 
Barli nil of ih It.ina I \ — JJiiiv indUi«»ida 

TV — ihe Sijuatc Pi g t \ — Paulitif i \ 

— The Pcipiii r I V -- Not funltv i v — 
ViUtJiia Victriv I V — T' ad’ . Pai agon i v. 

— Ihe Iriumphs of Saia i V — 1 ony the 
I'M ( jitional I V 

Norton, Hon. Mrs., 1 1877 
Stuart of Dunleath 2 v, — Old Sir Douglas 
2 V. 

“Not Easily Jealous,” Author of (Miss 
Iza Hardy) 

Not Easily Jealous 2 v 
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i'atichntU 

“ Novels and Tales *’ : “ Household i 

Words ’ 

“Nursery Rhymes.” i v 
O’Conor Ecoles, Charlotte (Hal God- 
frey) 

Tlie Mall imonial J ottery i v. 

Oldmeadow, Ernest. 

Sus^in I V 

Oliphant, Laurence, l iHhr I 

Altior.i JVto 2 V - - jifasollain a v. 

Oliphant, Mrs , f 

Ihe 1 .isL of Ur .Moitimeis 2 v. — IMrs 
Marg.int i v ~ \goes 2 v 

^Madonna iMarj .. v Hie Miiuslei’s 
Wife 2 V — '1 he Ktclnt iml tiu Hot tor’s I 
Family I v — Salem C-hajtel 2 -v 1 he I 
1 ‘erpetn.tl Curate 2 % — 2 iliss Maijori- j 

banks 2 V “ C)rnbr.i 2 v - Memoii of ‘ 
C ount lie Alont.Ut mix 1 1 2 v M ij 2 v 
IniURt nt 2 Vi — I'oi ] ov e imi 1 ilt 2 v — 
Ibe Story of VaU ntiiiL ami ins Biother 
2 \ — Whiteladits ' "v - - J lie C mate in 
('liaige IV - Pha he, junior 2 \ - Mrs 

Aitimr2v — (null 'v — Vouna Mus- 
j.Ma\f i V -- 1 he Piimtost Jhttli 2^ 

AVithmtlir Pretiiutsi ? v — I he (nt itest 
Heiress in linglandav — He that will not 
when he may 2 V — H itty josi elj n 2 v — 
In 1 rust 2 V It u is I Lo.ot aiul his 
3..1SS 3 \ — 1 he I atilt s 1 uuioiis 3 v 
Hester 3 V — J he \\ izauPs Son 3 \ - A 
Country (leiitleni iii ami Ins 1 imiis 2 v 
Nei"li\>ouis on the Cm < 11 1 s - I he 
Duke s I’^au^^hter i v 1 he 1 ujjitives 1 \ 
]\iisttiMi2v — I ifeoti am eiK c ( lltph int 
and of A lit e 01 i)ilMnt hisWjft2\ — 1 he 
I itlie Pilfjrim m the Unseen IV IheHeir 

Presmnptn e intl tlic Hr ir Apparent 2 v -- 

1 he Sort eress 2 v - Sn Robert’s h ortnne 

2 V — 1 he Ways of Life 1 v — Old Mr 
Tredgold 2 1 

“One who has kept a Diary”: vnU \ 
George W E RusSell 
Orezy, Baroness 

PettKoat (jovtrnimnt r v — The Scailet 
Pinipeiiul 1 \ — 1 will Repay 1 v — Ihe 
Elusive Pnnpt inel iv — I' ire in Stubble 2 v 
• — A Ti ut. Woman i v Me idtiwsvvt 1 1 1 v. 

— I'ldoiado 2 V — T^nto C.rsai 21 — 

Nirolette 1 v — The Honyurable |m» i v 

— Pimpernel and Rtwemary 1 v — Un- 
ravelled Knots IV — J he C elestial City i v 

Osbourne, Lloyd (Am ) 

Babv Bullet 1 v — ilie Motnrmani us i v 

— Harm’s Way tv — Ihe Kingdoms of 
the Woiltl I V 

Ossian. 

The Poems of Ossi.an. Translated by 
James Aiaci>lietson i v. 


Complete List, 

Ouida, 1 1908 

Idaha 2V — IrMofiin 2V — Puck 2 v. — 

C liandos 2 V — bt»at)unoie 2 v. - Under 
two 1' lags 2 V — I’olle I'aiiiie 2 v. -M./V. 

1 eaf in the Stoim, A Dog of Flanders; 
A Branch of Lilac, A Piuvence Rose 
IV Cecil Castleniaine s Gage, and other 
JStntlettes iv - Madamo la Martjms©, 
and other Novt k ttes 1 v - Pascarel 2 v, 
-- 'Iwo little Wooden Shoes i v — Signa 
(with Poitiaitl J V In a Wintei Citv I V. 

— Anatlnrav — I' i lendship 2 v - Moths 
3 V - A V’lUage < omnnino 2 v In 
Maremnui 3 v -- Bimbi i v -- Wanda 
, . Fresri t s . nd other Stones i v — 
lb int ess. Kapraxine 3 V — Ckhmar 3 v 

A Ramv June (00 Pf ) Don (lesnaldo 
((joPl ) — A House Party i V -Gmlderoy, 

2 v — Syrlm 3 v Rnfhno, and cpther 
Stones i V Santa Bubari,etc r v — 
Two Oifenders i v ~ Ihe Silver Christ, 
etc TV - Toxin, and othtr Papers i \ - - 
1 e Sehe, and Ionia i v — An Altrinsf 

id hour Essays i v - La Strega ii I 
tither Stones i v — 7 'he W.itc rs td I dirt 
iv — C 1 itir 1! Studies I V — lit liantbus 2 v 

“Outcasts, the,” Author of vtde “Roy 
Tellet ” 

Pain, Barry 

1 be Exiles of Faloo i v — Stones in Grey 
i V - — Stones without Tt tjs i v — T) ‘ 
Etew Gulin cr, and Other Stones 1 v 

Parker, Sir Gilbert. 

The Battle of the Strong 2 v — Dono\ uj 
Pasha, K Some People of T gi pt i v — j he 
St atsof the Mighty 2 V — 1 lu Weavers 2 v. 

— Ihe Judgment House 2 v 

Parr, Harriet (Holme i.ee), t iQoo 
HasilCiodfrev ’s C apnee 2 V ForRiri jr, 
foi Poorer 2 v -- Ihi Beautiful AIiss Bar- 
rington 2 V — Hei 1 itle of 1 lonoui 1 v — 
hi hoes of 1 r.unous Year i \ — Kathe- 
liid I V' The Vicissitudes of 
Ik ssic h all f ix 2 V — Ik n Mdnct ’sWooing 
i\ Stiaightforwaid 2 v — Airs T^enys 
of C ote 2 V A Po')r Squire i v 
Parr, Mrs 

Doruthv hox 1 V — Ihe Prescotts if 
Panipliillon 2 V. — T! elio . ui ^Miit''\ etc. 
IV — Robin 2v - 1 o\ illy (.1(0 g( 2 V. 

Paston, George. 

A Study in Prejudices i v. — A Fair 
Deceiver i v 

Pasture, Mrs. Henry de ta 

The Lonely Lady of Grosvenor Siyuare i v 

— The Grey Knight i v —Catherine’s Child 
IV — Mastei < hnstopher 2 v — Erica i v. 

Paul, Mrs.: vt^ “Still Water®,” . 



^ — 

“ Paul fwroll,” Author of (Mrs Caroline 
Clive), t 1873 

Paul yenoll i v. — Year after Year t v 
— Paul Ferroll killed his Wife i v. 

Payn, James, t i8q8. 

Found Dc.Ld i v, — Gwendoline’s Har- 
vest I V. — Like Father, like Son 2 v. — 
Not Wooed , but \V on 2 v. — Cecil's 1 ryst 
X V. ~ A Woman’s Vengeance 2 v ~ 
Murphy’* Master i v. — In the Heart of 
a HiU, and other Stones i v. •— At Her 
Mercy 2 v. — Ihe Best of Husbands 2V — 
Walter’s Word 2 v. — Halves 2 v — 
Fallen Fortunes 2 v. — What He cost Her 
2 V — By Proxy 2 V. — Less Black tlian 
we’re Painted 2 v. — Under one Roof 
2 V. — High Spirits IV. — High Spirits 
(Second i v ~ A Confidential 

Agent 2 V — From Exile 2 v. — A Grape 
from a Thorn 2 v. * Some Private Views 
IV — For C ish Only 2 V, — Kit A 3 fe- 
niory 2 v. — Ihe Canon’s Ward {with 
Portrait) 2 v — Some I itri iry Re- 
collertions 1 v. — 'Ihe l.ilk of the lown 
IV — Ihe Luck of the D irrells 2 v 
Ihe Heir ofllio Ages 2 i — Holiday 1 asks 
X V. -- Glow -Wottu lales { Sit it Set n's) 

1 \ - A Pi line of the Blood 2 v — ! he 

Mystery of Miibtulge 2 v — Hie Ibnnt 
Million 2 V — 'llie Word and the Will 
2v — Sunny Storus, and some Sh idy 
Ones IV. — A Afodern l)i(k Wlutting- 
ton 2 V. — A Slunible on the Threshold 

2 V — A Irjing ikitient 1 % — Gleams 
of Meniorj , and I he Eavesdropper i v — 
In Market C)v c rt T \ — Another’s Burden 
etc IV — 'I he Backwater of Life, or Essays 
of a Literary V eteran i v. 


Evelyn I y. — The Lodest.ir i v. — WhoeU 
of Anarchy r v. — Love the Harvester tv. 

— White W\ills IV — 

Percy, Bishop Thomas, t 1811. 

Rehques of Ancient English Poetry 3V. 

Perrin, Alice. 

The Chaim i v — The Anglo-Indians t v. 

— Ihe Happy Hunting Ground i v — 
(aoverument House 1 v — Rough Passa- 
ges I V 

Philips, F. C. 

As in a I coking (ilass i v. — The Dean 
and his Daughter i v. ~ Lucy Smitli t y, — . 
A Lucky Young Woman 1 v — Jack and 
Three Jills 1 v. — Young Air Axiishe's 
Courtship I V. — Social Vuissi tildes I v. *— 
Extenu.'iting Circumstances, iiid A French 
Marriage i v — Afore Social Vicissitude* 
IV — C oiistanco a v. — 'That Wicked 
AHd’moisellc, etc. i v. — A Doctor in 
Difficulties, etc i v. — "One Never 
Knows” 2 V. - - Of Course i v — Mts* 
Orincrod’s Protege 1 v — My little Hus- 
band IV - Mil, iimueiio i v A 
Question of ('olmit , and oilit i Stones i v — 
A J)evil in Nun's Veiling i v. - A I'td’ 
Confession, and other Stones i v ~ The 
I ut kiest of Three i v. — - Poor Littie Bella 
IV — Mi/a C larke, Ciovtnuss, and<Ehcr 
Stoi les 1 V — A 1 an uigc, etc 1 v — fee hool- 
gn Is of To-da\ , etc i v — - If Only, etc. r v., ' 

— An Unfortunate Blind i v — A Ba” 

rister’s Courtship i v *"* 

Philips, F. C , 4 . Percy Fendalt. 

A Daughter's Sacrifice i v, — > . 

Byng 1 V. — Disciples of Plato ' ^IS^*^** 
Honeymoon— and After i v. ^ 


Peard, Frances Mary. 

One Year 2 V — The Rose-Garden i v. — 
Thorpe Regis i v. — A Winter Story i v, 
— A Madrigal, and other Stones i v. — 
Cartouche i v — Alother Alolly i v, — 
Schloss and lown 2 v. — Contradu tions 
2 V. — Near Neiglibours i v. — Alicia 
Tennant i v. — AIad.inie'sGranddaughter 
XV — Donna Teresa i v. — Numbei One 
and Number f'wo i v — Tlie Ring from 
Jaipur IV — Ihc Flying Afonths i v. 

Pemberton, Max. 

A Woman ofKionstadt i v. — The f warden 
of Swords tv — The Footsteps of allirone 
IV — Ihe Giant's Gate 2 v. — I ciown 
thee Kiiig i v — The House under the Sea 
IV. — Red Morn 1 v — Beatrice of Venice 
2 V. — ' Mid the Thick Arrow* 2 v. — - My 
Sword for Lafayette i v. — The Lady 


Phihps, F. C , A C. J. Wills. 

The I-atal Phrvne i V — The S' , 

. , — A Alaiden Fair to Se^ 'f'-'»aaino^ 
Ross's Afarriago i v. ‘ .*v i v. - Sybif 


Philips, F C. 4 A. R 't 

i Woman, y. 


rnuipons, cae^- 


I.ym^Prophci; , „ Xh« Uuman Boy 

Goort «'• 1 T °( , y. — Th« 
I V —Ihe harm of the Dagger i a — 
The Golden Fetu h i v - The WhirKcmd 

ci 7 T 1 Again i hrora 

the Angle of Seventeen i v —The Bronze 
Venus I V —The Grey Room 1 v. — The 
Red Redmaynes I v. - A Human Boy** 
~ CbeaLtp-Boys i v L 
A Voice from the Dark^ V. - The Mary* 
leoone Miser x v, ' > ^ 





E., & Arnold Sennett 
The Smewi of War i \ . — The Statue i v 
flddington, »!«»: vn^e Author of “The 
iast of the Cavaliers ” 

1^0, Edoar Allan (Am.), 1 1849- 
Fi»«nis and Essays, edited with a new 
3 itetno!r by John H. Ini^ram i v. - Tales, 
ed»ted by Jonn H. Injgrram tv. — Fantastic 
Taiesi V 

Pope, Alexander, 1 1744- 

Select Poetical Works (with Portrait) i v. 

Poynter, Miss E. Frances. 

Myl^ittlo r^ady a v — Ersilia a v. — Among 
the Hills I V. 

Praed, Mrs, Campbell. 

Affinities r V. — 1 he Head Station 2 v 
Prentiss, Mrs E (Am ), t i8;8 
Stepping Heavenward t v. 

Prince Consort, the, t r86i 
Speeches an<i Addresses (with Portr.) 1 v. 
Pryce, Richard 

Idiss Maxwell’s Affections i v. The 
'met Mrs Fleming 1 v. — 'Iinie and the 
Oman i v. 

Pym, H N : Caroline Fox. 

- Qolller-Couch, Sir A T (“0”) 

1 S.^w Ihree Ships 1 v. — De.id M.-cn’a 
Kock tv. — la and other Tales 1 v 
n»e Sliip^pf Stai-s I \ -r- holt \inity i c 
i — Shakcs’pi .ue's Chnstnias, .ind Otlur 
Slones 1 V — The May 01 of lioy i v — 
Merry-Garden, and Other Stones i v. — 
Bn^ther ('oji is i v 

Qulllioey : r Oe Quincey. 

Rae, W. Fraser, t ioo«^ 

Westward by Rail i v -- Miss Havle’s 
Romance av. — The Business of Fnavel iv 
ftaJniQnd, C. £.: vVt/e Eiiia'ieth Robins 
fAm ) 

“ Rajah’s Heir, the.” 2 v 
Reade, Charles, t 1884. 

**lt IS never too late to mend” 2 v 
TheQoister and the Hearth 2 v — Hard 
Ca»h3v — Put Yourself in Ins Pl.'iro 2V — 
A 1 errible 1 empt.nliou 2 v Peg Wof- 
finc^ton I V, C Kristie fohiistone tv. — 
A Simpleton a v — The Wandering Heir 
tv. — A Woman-Hater 2v - Readiana 
tv. — Singleheart and Doubleface i v. 
‘‘Recommended to Meroy," Author of 
{]^^rs ffoustoun) 

** Recommendod to Mercy ” s v, — Zoe's 
^Brattd” *v. 


Reeves, Mrs.* Ifeleii HaffMire* 

Rhys, 8raoe. 

Mary Domime 1 v. — The Wooing of 
Sheila IV — About many Things t V, 
Rjce, James: Waiter Besant. 

Richards, Alfred Bate, 1 1876. 

So very Human 3 v. 

Richardson, 8 , 1 1761 

Clansfa Harlow'c 4 v. 

Riddell, Mrs (F ('» Traffoid). 

George Geitli of Fen Court 2 v. — Max- 
well Drewitt 2 V. — The Rato for Wealth 
2 V. — The Earl's Promise 2 v — Mor- 
toniley’s Estate 2 v. 

I Ridge, W Pett. 

Naint of (iai land 1 v — 1 hank^ to Sander- 
bon IV — ^liss Mannenng i v — The 
Lunch Basket i v — Just like Aunt liertba 

T V. 

“Rita.” 

Souls IV— The Jesters tv — The Mas- 
queraders 2 V — Queer Lady Judas 2 v. — 
Prince Chaiming i v — The Pointing 
Finger 1 \ — A iilan ofno Importance i v. 

— 1 he House called Hurrish tv — Calvary 
2 V — That IS to sav — t v 

Ritchie, Mrs. Anne Thackeray: vtde 
Miss Thackeray. 

Roberts, Miss * vide Author of “ Made- 
moisetle Mori.” 

' Robertson, Rev. F. W., 1 1853 

Sermons 4 v 

EUrabath Robins (C. E. Raimond)fAm.), 
The Open Question 2 v. — The Magnetic 
North 2 V — A Dark Lantern 2 v — The 
Convert 2 v. — The Florentine Frame i v. 

— “ Where are you going to . ? ” i v. - - 

Way Stations 2 v -- The Secret That Wax 
Kept X V 

I Roblnsoa, F. : vtde “ No Church.” 

' Ross, Charles H. 

The Pretty Widow i ▼, — A ^hdan 
Romance a v. 

Ross, Martin: vtde Somervltle. 

Rossetti, Dante Qabriel, 1 1882. 

Poems tv. — Ballads and'^Sonnets t tr, 

“ Roy Tellet.” 

Tlie Outcasts i v. — A Draught of 
Lethe IV. — Pastor and Prelate 2 v. 
Ruck, Berta. 

Sir or Madam? i v — The Dancing Star 
tv — Lucky in Love 1 v — TheOouded 
Pearl i v. — The Tmmortal Gnl i v — 
Kneel to the Prettiest t y* The Pearl 
Thief X V 



7cimnmt» Ethhoit. CoinphU List* 


Rufj^ni, J, t 

Laviiua 2 v. — Dt>t tor ‘\\jt«nio i v — 
Vjrto>ij:o2 V. — A Nook in the Jur.i 

I V, — The P.iraj.>,ii oiis on «i. Visit to Pans 

X V 

Ruskin, John, * i8iq, t 1000. 
si.iiue .iiicl ] iIh'":; 1 \ — Ihe Stones of 
\ enite (with Iliusti ation'i) 2v.— Unto this 
Lastancl Munera I’uKc ris I V — Ilu Se\tn 
Lamps ot Atdntti tuve (with i| llhistia- 
" ons) I V — Moi nings in 1* loi t lu e i v — 
St M ,\i k s Rest I V 
Russell, W Clark 

A Sailor’s Swtet heart 2 v — "Ihe ** I<ady 
JM.iml’' 2 V -- A Sea (Jiieen 2 v. 

Russell, George W. E 

Collet, lions ami Rci olU « tion*! By One 
who J) isk< pt i 1 >1 n j 2 V — \ Lomloiu r s 
Log-Book 1 \ 

“Ruth and her Fiiends”: P 29 

Sala, George Augustus, t i8os 
’’ he Seven Sons ot Mamimin 3 V. 
Saunders, John 

Israel Mori, Oitiiiitin 2 v — ! he Slop 
ownoi ’s 1 ) uighter 2 \ — \ Noble \\il< 21 

Saundeis, Katherine iMis Coopt n 
loan AI ei r) w eather , anil t»tlu i I tits 

1 V -- (iiileon's Rock, and <»ther 1 il< s 
IV ■ — 1 he High Mills 2 V — Sthistian it 

Savage, Richard Henry 1 Vm 1, \ 100^ 

My Offitiil Witt IV — 1 he I ittle I uiy 
of f igunitas ^witli ikiitrntt " \ — I'l 
Sthaiiiyi’s Wooing i \ — Ihe Maskttl i 
Vmuis 2 V — Heiil ih of Ilailt Ml 2 V i 
A Daughter of jiid is i v — In the Olti 
Chateau IV — Miss J)e\ei(ux ot the 
Manquila 2 v — C litn ked Ihrongh • v - 
Ji Moihin Corsan 2 \ — In tin Sunn 

2 V. — 1 he White L<id\ of Kliaminav itka 
2V — In the lloint* of His I'lH'iids 2 V — 
The M\steis ot a Sininaid 2 V — A Monte 
c I isjLo in Kh.iki i \ 

Schreiner, Olive 

Trooper I’tttr Halket of iNf ishonaland 
IV. - Woman ami Laboiu i v 
Soott, Sir Walter, ^ 1832 
Waverley 2 \ — Ihe Antl<in»i\ i v 

— Ivaiiiioe 2 V — Kenilwoitli i v — 
‘^uentin Dtifw iid i \ — Old Mortality 
1 v. — Cjiiy (Maiineimg i \. — J<cjh Roy 
IV. — Ihe Pirate i v — 'J he 1 01 tunes 
ot Nigel IV — 1 lie Bl.uk Dwaif, 

A I egend of Montrose i v — dlie Biide 
of Lamniei mooi i v. — Ihe lUaitof Mid- 
I othian 2 V — Die Mon.istery 1 v — The 
Abbot IV — 1 ‘evenl of the Peak 2 v — 
Poetu .il Works 2 V — Woodstock iv — 
Tlie Fair Maid of Perth 1 v. — Anne of 
Geierstein 1 v 


Seeley, Prof J. R , t i8os. 
lafe and limes ot Stein v. — Ihe ICx- 
pnnsion of I'ngland 1 v. — Goethe 1 V. 

Sewell, Elizabeth, t 1900 
Amy Heibeitz v — Ursula 2 v — A 
Glimpse of the Woikl 2 v — I lie |ournal 
of a Home I jfe 2 v — After J.ife 2 v. — 
Ihe Fxpenence of I ife 2 v 
Shakespeare, William, f loio 
Phivs ami Poems (with I’oiti iitl (Sri and 
7 V — Doubtful Plays i v 
ShaKrsy>ear e’s Plays may also he had in 
37iuimbeis, each miniher sold siqi.it lU ly» 
Sharp, William, t mos 7 idt Miss Ho- 
ward, Fiona Macleod and Swinburne. 
Shaw, Bernard 

Min and SupLiinan i v The Peifett 
\\ igiunte IV- C mhel B\ron's Pto- 
t< s ion TV — PI I vs Pit .is.int and Un- 
pii is.intflhe lliK e Uii})I< ,is int Plays I V 

— I he h our Pleis int PI u s »- V ) — (.ret- 
ting Manuil I he Sin wing up of Fikinco 
I’osnet IV — Ihe Doilm s Dilenimi & 
1 lu D II k I ad\ of the Sonnets i v 1 hi ee 
PI i\s foi Piiiit ins 1 V |olin Bull sOther 
Island < l( i\ — Audi oi los ami tlu‘ I lori , 
Pxgniihoniv — Mis.iiliimc iv I’an- 
n\ s ImisI Plav, tt. i v - Ht.iithreak 
Hous« , , r< 1 V — B u k to Metluisi lah r v 

— S lint )o m I V 

Shelley, Percy Bysshe, \ 1822 
A Seh V turn fiom his Poems i v. 

Sheppard, Nathan (Am ), t 1888. 

Shut nn in P u is tv 
Sheridan, R B , f iSio 
Ihe Drimatu Woiks x v 
Shorthouse, J Henry 

John ingks.int 2 v — Bi inche F.nlaise i v. 

Sidgwick, Mis Alfied. 

llu I anteiiv Ih'aii IS I v — Anthea’s ( mest 

I V 

May Sinclair 

Anne Severn ind th^ hieltbiigs i v -- Un- 
canny Stoiiev. I \ — yV ( lire of Souls i v 

— Ainold Wat<tlow ,i ] i(< IV Ihe 
Rectoi of VVyck i v" 

Slatin Pasha, Rudolf C., C B. 

Fire and Sword in the Sudan v 

Smedley, F E r’ldr “Frank Fairlegh ” 
Smollett, Tobias, t 1771 
Rodent k Kamlom i v — Humphry 
Clinker 1 v. — Pcitgrine I’lt kle 2 v 
Snaith, J. C. 

Mis hit/ 1 V — IhePruuiptil Giil i v — • 
An Afkiir of State i v — Ai.imint.i t v, 

— I line and 1 ide i v — 1 hns bar i v, 
“ Society In London,” \uthoi of 

Societv in London. By a Foreign 
Resident i v 



7mtcknit% Edition, 

SomervUie, £. CE., &, M. Rass. 

I^dbuth’s Vineyard i v - All on tlie 
Irj*.h Shore i v - D.in Russel th* box i v 

Spanish Brothers, the ’’ j. v 
Stanhope, Earl (Lord \Lilu.nj, 1 1875; 

The History of I'ngl.nul 7 V — Rei*jn 
of (^>iieen Anne 2 v 

Stanton, Theodore (Atn ) 

A M imial of Anu'iKau x v 

Steel, Flora Annie. 

The Hosts of tlif I.{»rd 2 V. — In the 
Guiirdiansliip of Ciod 1 v 

Sterne, Laurence, 1 170^ 

Tnstr.mi Sli.u <iy 2 v A St utunenta! 
Journey (with l\u trait) i v. 

Stevenson, Robert Louis, I 1R04 

'Ireasure Island 1 \ — Hi }ik\H and 

All Hyde, .nid An InlindVov igr iv ~ 
Kidnapped i v, — i Ik lilack Anow i v — 
The A 1 aster of Hallantraci V — Ihe M< i r 3 
Aim, etc I — Across the IMains, ( tc iv 

— Isi ind Nights’ rntci tainmonts i v — 
Catnona i \ — Weir at Heriniston i v — 

St l\os 2 V — 111 the South St .us 2 v — 
lales and h.mt nues 1 \ 

“Still Waters,” Author of (Mis Paul) 
Still Waters 1 v — Dorothy x \ - Tie 

Cie&s> 1 V — Untie Kalpli i v — M ud< n 
Sistersiv — Martlia liiovvn IV — A^anciisa 
X \ . 

Stirling, M. C x'tJe Q M Craik 
Stockton, Frank R ( Am ), 1 u>o2 
The, House of Martin i v. 

“Story of a Penitent Soul, the " i v 

“Story of Elizabeth, the,” Author of 
Miss Thackeray. 

Stowe, Mrs. Harriet Beecher (Am ), 

1 iKoti 

UiuleTtnu’sC ilun (witli I’oili iit)2v — 

A Key t<> IJ lu le 1 oiu ’s <. abiu 2 v — I )rt d 
8 V. — OKI town hoiks 2 V 

“Sunbeam Stories,” Autlioi of vii/( 
Mrs Mackarness 

Swift, Jonathan (D« m Swift), f 174s 
Gulliver’s Travels 1 v 
Swinburne, Algernon Charles, i looo 
Ataianta m CaRdoii .iiul 1 y t d I’olmus 
( edited, with an Inti odnt turn, hy William 
Sliaip) I V — Loyi’sf los*. ( untnts i v 

— C hastelaid and Maiy Stuait i v 

Frank Swinnerton. 

Thelhree Lovers I V ThcLldcr^Si ter 1 \ 
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Symonds, John Addington, f 

Sketthes ni Italy * v — New lUhan 
Skett lies 1 v 
Synge, John M 

I’lays IV — 1 he Aran Islands l v 
Tagore, Rabindranath 
J he Home and tin Woild i v, — The 
G itdeiiei i v — Sadhina i v Ihe 
AVretk IV — Gitanjah, hriiil Gathering 

• Tailentyre, S Q. : vide H. S. Mei rimaik 
Tarkington, Booth (Am.). 

Women i v 
Tasma. 

(Jncle Jhper of Pipei’s Hill 2 ▼. 

Tautphoeus, Baroness, ti8r>] 

Cyrillt2v — The Initials 2 v — Quits 
2 V. At Odds 2 1 
Taylor, Col Meadows +i8;d 
laia, i Alaht itla 1 ale 3 V 

Templeton, ride Author of “Horace 
Templeton ” 

Tennyson, Alfred (Lord), t 
Poetual \\ orks 8 v — Queen Marv 

IV — H irold IV. — Piikct, Ihe Cup, 
Ihe Fikoi r V — 1 otksky Hall, %uty 
A c .irs lilt r , 1 1 e P) omist ol Afay , 1 11 esias 
and othtr Po( in*; i v — A Memoir. By 
Ills (With i’oiti ut) 4 \ 

Testament the New ncte New. 
Thackeray William Makepeace, t 1863. 

V imfy h.nr 3 V — Pendenms ly — 
Alisrt 11 init s 8 V — Henry Ksmond 2 v — 
'1 lu 1 n^nsh H uiuom ists oi tlie h ighteenth 
(. entury i\ — 1 lu \t yytomes 4 v — Ihe 
Vngini ins 4 V — 1 lu. Jour (itoigt , 
Love! the A\ idower i \ — I lie Advcntui i.s 
of Piiilip 2 V — Denis Jliaal i v — 
Roundahont P.ipt rs 2 va — Catherino 
IV — • J he Irish SkttchBook 2V — - Ih™ 
Pins .Sketch liook (with I’ortiait) a v 

Thackeray, Miss (Lad\ Ritihie) 

Ohl ktnsnigton 2 V — Bluebeaid’s Keys, 

, uni other ^toru s 1 V — hut Didhriends 

1 \ -- AIiss Angel IV — l'uUi.im Lawn, 

I and other I ak s i v — h roin an Iskind A 

Storj andsoniehssaysT V — DaCvi})0,and 
other Tales i v — AT id ime de St-vi|^ 
l''iorn .i Stage Box, AIiss Williamson’s 
Div igatunis i v — A Book of Sibyls i v. 
— Alls Dymond a v. — Chapters from 
some Memoirs i v. 

Thomas a Kempis: Kempis. 

Thomas, A (Mu Pmdei (.Avtlhp) 

Denis Donne 2 v. — On Guard 2 v. •— 
AA'.ilter Goiiiig 2 v. — Played Out 2 v. — 
Called to Atctnuit 2 v — Only Herself 

2 V. — K Nari*ow Escape 2 v. 





JiHBfffilsQfii, JaniM, t X74S. 

'‘Pjoeucftt Work# (with Portrait) x v. 

“Thoth,” Author of. 

Thoth I V, 

Thurston, E. Templo. 

The Greatest Wish in the World x v — 
Itlirage 1 v. — The City of Beautiful Non- 
sense 1 V —ITie Garden of Resurrection i v 
Thirteen i v. — 1 he Apple of ]Eden i v 
— . Ihe Antagonists i v — The Involution 
pf Katherine i v — 1 he Open Window 1 v 

— Sally Bishop 2 v — Richai d Furlong i v 
— • The Eye of the Wift 1 v — Achieve- 
ment I V. ~ 1 he Miracle i v, — May Eve 
* V. — The Green Bough 1 v.— Charmeuae 

, t V* ~ Mr. Bottlebj Doe* Something i v 

Trafford, F. Q : Mrs. Riddell 

Trevelyan, Qeorfle Otto. 

Hie Life aiui Letters of LordMacaula> 
(with Portrait) 4 V. — Selection* from the 
Writings of Lord Iilacjulay a v. — ihe 
American Revolution (with a Map) 2 v 

Trols-Etolles: Qrenviiie 

Trollope, Anthony, t 1882 
Doctor Thorne 2 v — The Bertram* 
a V. — The Warden i v — Baichester 
lowers 2 V. — Castle Ruhnioiul ? \ — 
Eramlej Parsonage 2 v. — North America 
3 V. — Ork*| 1 arm 3 V. — Rnthcl Ray 2 v 

— The Small House at Allington 3 v — 
Can you foigne her? 3 v — 1 lie Belton 
Estate 2 V — Nina Balatka i v. -- 1 lie 
LastChronirleof Barset3v. — IheC 1 ivei- 
ings2V — Phitu (IS I'liin \ — SiiJlam 
Hotspur of Humlilcthwaite 1 v — Ralph 
the Heir 2 v. — Ihe Golden 1 urn of 
Graiipere x v. — Australia and New Zea- 
land 3 V. — Lady Anna 2 \ . — Harry 
Hcathcote of GangoU i v. — The Way wo 
live now 4 V. — 1 be Prime Ministei 4 V — 
South A fnca 2 v. — An Eye for an T.ye i v 

— John Caldigate ^ v. — The Duke’s j 
Children 1 v — Dr Woi tie’s School i v. — 
The Fi\ed Period i v. -~ Marion Fay2 v. — I 
Kept in the Dark i v. — Frau Frohmann, 
and other Stones i v. — Alice Dngdale, 
and other Stones i-fr. — La Mere Bam he, 
and other Stones i v. — The Mistletoe 
Bough, and other Stories i v — An Auto- 
biography IV. — An Old Man's Love 1 v. 

Trollope, T. Adolphus, t X892 
Tb« Garstangs of Garstang Grange 2 v. 
•- A Siren 2 v. 

Trowbridge, W. R. H. 

tlw Letters of Her Mother to Elizabeth 
IV. — A Gill of the Multitude i v. — That 
JMl&P Harqiuis of Brandenburg i v. — A 


D.waling Roprobatet y^-^TheWlii^ 

I V 

Twain, Hark (Samuel L. Clemens)'' 

(Am ), + ipto 

Ihe Adventures of Tom Sawyer 1 v* •» 
llie Innocents Abroad , or, The New 

1 ’ilgrims* Progress 2 v — A i 1 amp A broad 

2 V — “ Roughing it" j V. — The In- 

nocents at Home i v. — Ihe Prince and 
the Pauper 2 v. — The Stolon White 
Meph lilt, etc. x v. — Life on the Mis- 
sissippi 2 V. — Sketches (with Portrait 
1 \ - Hm klcben y Finn 2 v, — Selection* 

fioiii Aiiieiicau llumour i v — A Yankee 
at the Court of King Arthur 2 t, — J he 
Ameiican Claiiimiit 1 v — The £ * oooooo 
Bank-Note and other new Stories 1 v — 
lom Sawyer Auroad' 1 \. — Ihidd’uliead 
Wilson i\ — Personal Recoltt < tions of 
Jo.iuofAic2\ ~ 1 oin Sawyer. 1 letective, 
and other J ales i v — More 1 ramp* 
Abroad 2 V — "Ihe Man that tornipted 
Hadicyburg, etc 2 v — A Double-Bar- 
relled Detective Siory, etc i — The 
$ ^0,000 Bf quest, and Other Stories i v — 

( hnstiau Science 1 v. — CapUin Sb^rni- 
field’x ViMt to Heaven it }* Shakespear* 

I )e.ul ■' I V 

“Two Cosmos, the.” i v 
Vacheli, Horace Annesley, 

1 he F..re of Clay 1 v -- Her Son xv.— 

I he Hill I \ — J he Wateis of jordan x v. 

— An Impending S\\ Old IV — The Pal.idm 

IV — )ohn Veiniy 1 v -- Bliiids ]>own 
T \ - mimh ( *1 iS8 1 V — T he Piooewion 

of J^ift I \ — i-oot IV — <f,)ninneyb' x v. 

— Change Paitneri i v — the Vard t v. 

— Quinney’s Advtnliires 1 v. — Wal- 
ling’s for Worth i v 

“Venus and Cupid ” x ▼. 

“Vbra,” Author of 

Vet a IV — Til a Hotel du Petit St, 
)e.iti IV — Blue Roses 2 \ . — Within 
Sound of the Sea 2 v. — Ihe Maiituu^ 
Alps and then Seaboard 2 v — Ninette x v. 

Victoria R. I. 

1 cives from the Journal of our I lie in 
the Highlands from 1848 to i8ui i v. ^ 
More Leaves, etc from 1862 to 1882 x v, 

“Virginia." 

Vlzatoliy, Ernest Alfred 
With Zola in England 1 v. 

Walford, L 8. 

Mr. Smith 2v. — Pauline tv — Copsios 

2 V, — Troublesome Daughters a v, — * 

Leddy Mjurget x v. 



‘•Power I — Tbe Valley 
dt Ghosts i V. — Chick i v. — f'jiptains of 
Soatfi I V, — The 'Missing Million tv — 
TRie Face m the Night i v — Ihe l>oor 
with Seven Lot It* i v — The A v linger x v. 

Waflaoe, Lew. fAm t i 9 f >5 
BcB-Hwr a y. 

Walpole Httgh. 

Jeremy and B amlet i v. — The Old Ladies 
tv. — Portrait of a Man mth Red Hair i v 
Wwrilurtofi, Olot, t 1852- Danen 2 V. 
Ward^ MfS, Humphry. 

Fobert JElsnme 3 v. — David Grieve 
•~ M wsBretherton i v. — Marcell 13 V, 
Bessie Costreil tv — Sir George Trest.ady 
a V — Helbeck of Bannisdale 2 \ — 
Eleanor 2 v, — Lady Rose’s D uightcv 2 \ 
-- The Marriage of Wilham Ashe 2 \ — 
Fenivn.k*sCare,er2 V — Diana \lallorv 2v 

— D&phne ; or, "Marriage i i.iModt ” i v 
-r- Canadian Born i v. — The C ase of 
Ru'hard Meyneil 2 v. — The Matn.g of 
Lydia 2 v. — The Coiyston Family i \ 

Wttrnor, Susan : WetheroU. 

Warron, Samuel, f 1877- 
Di.iry of 4 late I’hysn tan 2v — len 
Thousand a-\ ear 3 v. — Now and Then 
IV. — The Lily ami the Bee i v, 
**Waterdale Neighbours, the,” Author 
of vftler Justin McCarthy. 

Watson. H. B. MarrlotL 
The Exv.eisioi i v. 

Watts^Ounton, Theodore, t i 9 m- 
Ayiwtn * V. 

Walls, H. 0. 

Hai^Stolen Bacillus, etc. tv. -—The War 
of the Worlds 1 v. — 1 he Invisible Man i v. 

The Time Machine, and The Island of 
Doctor Moreau i v — When the Sleeper 
Wakes IV. — Tales ofSpace and Time 1 v. 

— The IMattner Stor) , and Others i v. — 
Love andMr. I.owislvimt v — IheWhoels 
o( Chance tv — Anticipations i v, — The 
hit^itMen inlheMoon tv — riieSeaLady 
tv. '-Mankind m the Making 2 v —Twelve 
Stone* and a Dream i v — The Food of 
the tiods XV, — A Modern Utoj'ia r v — 
Kipps 2 V. — ^In the Days of the Comet 1 v — 
1 he Futme in Ameiu 1 i v. — New Worlds 
i'M Old tv. — The War m the A a tv — 
Tono-Bmigfiy a v. — Fust .md Last X h'ngs 
I V,— The J^ew Mai hiavelh a \ . - Mar- 
riage 2 V ■— The Passionate I nunds 2 v. 

An Eiighihman looks at the Woild 1 v. 
— 'The W orld Set h ree i v. - xV Short His- 
tory of Iho World (with twelve Maps) i v 
Men Like Gods 1 v. — The Dream x v, 
Bealhy IV. — Tlie Secret Place* of 
me Heari i v. — The Couutiy of the 


m- 

Blind, and Ofter Storiei !!«»•— 

Alberto^s Father x — Tbe Bndyliwr 

1 V. 

Wastilury, Hugh. Acte 2 v. 

Wetherell, Elizabeth (Susap Warner) 
.(Am ), f J8S5 

The wide, wide World 1 v — Quecchy 

2 V, — 1 he Hills of the Shateinuc av. — 
Say and Seal 2 v — Tbe Old Helmet 2 v* 

Weyman, Stanley J. 

Tlie House of the W' df i v — T'be Story 
ol Francis Cludde 2 v — A Gentleman of 
France 2 v. — The Man m Black i v — 
Under the Ked Robe 1 v. — From the 
Memoir* of a Minister of France i v — 
T he Red Cockad€* 2 v — Shrewsbury 2 v. 

— Sophia 2 V — In Kings' Byways i v — 
The I ong Night 2 v — The Abbess of 
Vlaje 2 V. — Chippinge 2 v — Laid up m 
L-'x\ender i \ 

Wharton, Edith (Am.) 

Tbe House of Mu th 2 v. — The Mother's 
Recompense i v 
“Whim, a.” I V 
Whitby, Beatrice 

Die .Awakening «*t M.iry Fenwick 2 v. — 
In the Suntinie of her Vouth 2 v. 

White. Percy. 

Mr Bailey- \l.ii till i \ .-The West End 2v. 

— The New Christians r v — Park Lane 2 v, 

— The Tnuinph of Mis St George * v. — 
A Millionaire's Daughter i v. — A I*aa- 
sionate Pilgrim i v — The System 2 v — 
The Patient Man i v. — Mr John Strood 
IV — The Eight Guests 2 v, — Mr Stiudge 
r V — Love and the Poor Suitor 1 v — 
The House of Intrigue i v. — Love and the 
Wise Men IV — An Averted Marriage xv. 

— The Lost Halo 1 \ 

White, Walter. 

Holidays in Tyrol r v 
Whiteing. Richard. 

The Island, or, An Adventure of a Per* 
son of Quality i v. — The Life of Pans i v. 
The Yellow V.m t v — Ring m the New 
IV — All ^foonsiiiiie r \ — I ittlc People 

I V 

Whitman, Sidney. 

Impenal Germany i v. — Die Realm of the 
Habsburgs i v — Teuton Studies i v. — 
Reminiscences of the King of Roumania 
I V. — Conveis.i turns with Pi ince Bisiiiart'k 
IV. — Life of die Einperoi Fiedeiick 2 v 

— German Menumes 1 \ 

“Who Breaks^— Pays," Author of . vjOr 
Mrs. Jenkin. 

Whyte Melville, George J. ; Melvilia. 
Wiggin, Kate Douglas (Am ). 
Tiiuothy’sQucst i v* — ACathedralCourt* 



Tauchmin Edition,, Compltfo Lktt 


skip, and Penelape's English Fxpeuence* 
S V — Fenelopi \ lush V'xp« ueiK<‘. i v — 
Kehecca of Sunn>bi ook I'ann r v — Rose 
o’ the Rivet i\ — Vrw ( itioiiulos ot Re- 
becca I V. — 7 lie ()lil I’l jboil\ l*t\v, tind 
Su‘»aima and i v — Can v i v 

Wiggin, K D , M. J Findlater, Allan 
McAulay 

J’lP Atf.ur at (he Inn i v — Robinetta i v. 
Wilde, Oscar, I moo 

1 Ije I’ll tiue of Dot j.in f:»ray i v — De Pro- 
hmtbs ami The Ballad of Reading Oaol 

1 \ — A House of Poniegi .mates i v — 

d Aithur Savile’s C nine , and Dthct 
Prose I’u < cs 1 V — T^adj \V mdermi ic’s ban 
XV — An Ideal Husband i v — Salome i v 

— The Happy Pnnce, and Othti labs i v 

— A Woman of No Jnipoitance I V — I he 
Impoitam o o( Being h aim st i v — Poems 
J V 

Wilkins, Mary E. (Am ) 

Pembroke i v — IMadelon i v — Jerome 

2 V — Silence, and othei Stones i v 

Williamson, C N &. A. M 

1 oe Tigbtning Condui tor i v — Lads Ib tt\ 

. lOsstheVX ttir I V — I he IMotoi M lul I \ 

— 1 Old Lovtbind discovf rs Anieiu i i \ 

— 1 he Golden Silt nee 2 v — 'I he Gm sts 
of Ht tculcs 2 V — Hie Ht athei Moon 2 v 

— Set in SiKtr 2 v — '1 he Loto I’nate 2 v 

— It II ippencd m Fgvpt 2 \ - - J he Wed- 
ding Day I V — Tlie Lion s Mouse 1 v — 
The Lady from the Air i v 

Williamson, Mrs C.N CantelledLtivei v 
Wills, C J.: vidg F. C Philips. 
Wodehouse, P. Q 

Ukndge IV — Hill the Conqueror i v — 
Carry on, Jeeves ' 1 v — Sam the Sudden 
IV — Love among the Chickens i v — 
The Heart of a Goof i v 
Wood, C. : Vide “ Buried Alone.” 

Wood, H. F. 

The Passenger from Stotland Yard i v. 
Wood, Mrs Henry (Johnny I udluw), 
^ t 1887 

East I.> line 3 V — dhi't li innings 2 v — 
Mrs H illibm ton’s Inniblis 2 v — 
Verner’sPiide 3V. — The Shadow of Ash- 
p dyat 3 V — 1 revlyu Hold 2 V — Oswald 
Clay 2 V — ^MildieJ Aikcll 2 v — St 
Mai tin’s Eve 2V — 1 ady Adelaide’s Oath 

2 V. — A Life’s Sec let I v — Roland Yorke 

2 V — George Canteibuij’s Will 2 v — 
Bessy Rane 2 v — Dene Hollow 2 v — 
llifPo^g d M -t - Ware’s 

’lemi>*.i .<,'1 III N g I \\ . Ik ovf r the 
M'll c.xm I ' —Jo 1 ii'’’< vv 2 \ — 
Told in the Twilight 2 V — Adaniln linger 
IV. — Edina 2 V — Pomeroy Alibe)' 2 v 

— Couit Nethei leigh 2 v. — (The following 


by jobtiiiy 1 udlow) lajst in the Post, and 
Other 1-iles T V — A I ale t>f Sin, and CHher 
ialcs I V — Anne, and Other 'lalesi v — 
Ihe Mvstery ot Jessy P.ige, etc, 1 v,— 

1 leh 11 \\ hitnet \ \\ ejibng, t tc I v — '1 ha 
Stoij o| Doiotliy Grape, etc i v {Vide 
P -‘0 ) 

Woodroffe, Daniel. 

laiigledTnniiios I V -The Beauty-Shop iit. 

Woods, Margaret L 

A Village Tragedy i v — Ihe Vaga- 
bonds IV — Sons ot the Sw'Oi d 2 v. — 1 ho 
Jnv idcr i v 

Wordsworth, William, t 1850 

Selei t Poetical W’orks 2 v. 

Wraxall, Lascolles, t 1865. 

AVild Oats I V 

Yates, Edmund, t 1894. 

J and at I .istjv — Ihel'btloni Hope 2 v. 

' Bl.u k Sliei p 2 \ — 1 he' Roeje Ahead 
av — WieiKeihn Port 7 v — Dr Waiii- 
wnght’s Patient 2 v. — Nobody’s I'ortiine 

2 V — AM aitin-g Race 2 v — Ibe yellow 
] lag 2 V — Ihe Impending Sword 2 v — - 
Iwo, b\ links IV — A Silent W’^itness 
2 V — Kt collet tions and I'.xpcrienccs a V. 

Yeats Tidt Levett-Yeats 
Yeats, W B 

A V-lection ftom the Poetry of, 1 v, 

Yonge, Charlotte M., t 
Ihe Heir of Redilvffe a v — Heartsease 
2 V — Ihe Daisy Cham 2 v — Dynevor 
len ue 2V — Hopes and Fears 2 v — 
Ihe Young Step-Mother 2v —Ihe liial 
2v — The CleverWomau of the Family 
2 V — Ihe Dove in the Eagle’s Nest z v. 

— The Danvers Papers , Ihe Prince and* 
the Page 1 v — 1 he Chaplet of Pearls 
2v — 1 hetwo Guardians 1 V — TheCaged 
Lion » V — The Pillars of the House 3 v. 

— I ady Hester iv — iMj Young Akides 
g v — M om inkmd 2 v — T.ove and Life 
IV — Unknown to llistoiy 2 v, — Stray 
Peails ^with Poi trait) 2 V — Die Aimourer’s 
Prentiies 2 v — Nuttic’s Fatlier 2 v 
Beechcroft at Roikstone 2 v. — A Re- 
puted Changeling 2 v — Two Penniless 
Princesses i v — That Slick i v. — Giisly 
( iiisell IV — The Long Vacation a v. — 
Modem Broods i v. (Vide p 20 ) 

“ Young Mistley,” Author of vide Henry 
Seton Merriman. 

ZangwUI, I, * '804, 1 1926 
Dreamers of the Ghetto 2 v — Ghetto 
Comedies ? v. — Ghetto Tiagedies 2 v. > 
“Z Z” 

The World and a Man 2 v. 



Series for the Young, 

VolumiTS, Ptihhshed With Caiiitnental C<ypyright as the Collection 
of English and Amet u an Authors. Vide pa^e 2 


BW^Wf Lady (Lady Broome) ' Stories 
About — IV 

Chartoswortli, Maria Louisa, t iSBo Mm- 
istenug- ('hildicn i \ , 

Craik, Mrs, (Miss Mulock), i 1S87 Oir 
\ear i v, — 'IJiirc T.iloa iot Boys 1 v 
liireo I.ilos for (mis i v 

Craik, Qeorgiana M c ousm 1 nx, and her 
Woli oino I alt’s 1 v 

Edgeworth, Maria, t 18 jg Moral Tales 
I V — Bopulai 1 ales 2 v 
Kavanagh, Bridget A. Juba Ihe iv.irl 
Fount iin, and other I'airy I tics t \ 
Lamb, Charles &. Mary, t ,ind 1847 
'Lilts Itom Shtkspearc i v 
Marryat, Captain, f 184H Masterman 
Rtady i v 

Marshall, Mrs. Emma, t 1809 Kex and 
Rc'^ina I V, 


Montgomery, Florence Fho iown-Cner; 
to wlitth IS added IlieClnldren with 
the Indian-Kubber Ball i v, 

“ Rufh antf her Friends,” Author of . Kutb 
anti her hnonds A Stor\ for Girls t v. 
Wood, Mrs Henry, t 1887' William AUair 

1 Yonge, Charlotte M., t loox Kenneth , or, 
the Rear Gti ud of the Giand Army i v. 
— Ihe 1 ittle Duke Jh n Silvester’s 
\S Old IV — 1 he ‘^toLeslci St net v i. 

- C oantt ss Kate i v — A Bt>o)v of ( lol- 
deii I )ct els 2 V — 1 U n swood ]*ust Olhcc 
IV — llcimetta’s \V isli 1 \ — Kings ol 
England i v — < llie Lances ot l-yn- 
wood, the Pigeon Pie iv — P’sandQ's 
1 \ — Aunt( luM loite’s Stones of Eng- 
lish History i v — iivt -Words i v — 
Lads and Lasses of r.angiev, el< i v 


Collection of German Authors. 

5/ Volumes. 7 1 aaslations fiom flieGttman, pithlf^lud with nmversql 


copyright. These volumes im 

Auerbach, Berthold On the Heights 3 v 
— Biigitta I V — Spino/a '■ \ 

EberSjQ An l'gvptiani*iincess'’\ -ITauh; 
2 \ — Homo Sum 2 v — The Sisten 
2 V — joshui 2 V — IVr Aspera » \ 
Fouqud, De la Motte Undme, Smtraiu 1 v 
Frei’lgrath, Ferdinand, t 1H76 Poems i v 
Qbriach,W Print t Bismarck (w Portr ) t \ 
Boothe, W V., t 18^2 Fanst i v — W il 
helm Meistfi s A ppreiuiteslnp 2v 
QutzkOW, K, Through Night to Light i v 
Hacklander, F. W, t 1H77' Heinnd the 
Lountcr (Handel vind Wandel] i v 
Hauff, Wilhelm, t 1827 Three Tales i v 
Heyse, Paul . L’Arrabiata i V — The De.id 
1 ake 1 V — Barbarossa i v 
Hillern, W V ; TheVpUure M.nden [Geicr- 
\Vall>] IV — The Hour will come 2 v. 


y he impoiitd into anv ionntry, 
Kohn, Salomon: Gabriel i \ 

I Lessing, Q E, f 17^1 N.ahan the Wise, 

ind 1* iniiia ( odotti i \ 

Lewald, Fanny, t 18H0: Stella 2 v 
Marlitt, E, t 188; Ihe Pnntess of tiro 
Moor [das Haidoprin/esst hen] 2 \ 
Nathusius, Maria Joachimv ICamern, and 
Diary of a Ptior Young Lady i v 
Reuter, Fritz, t 1874 In the \ ear ’it 1 V 
— An olii Stori of inj Farming Days 
flTt mine Stiomiid] 3 v 
Richter, J P Friedrich (Jean Paul), 11825 
Mower, hunt and Thorn Pieces 2 v 
SchefTel, Victor von Kkkehard 2 v 
Taylor, George. Klvtia 2 v 
Zschokke, Heinrich The Princess of Bruns- 
WK k-W olfuibuttel, etc i v. 


BIBLIOTECA ROJO Y AZUL 

Each 7 ‘olufne in hoards icith coloured •jacket i So 
I. Gustaf If Geijerstam, Tragedia de tin Matnmomo — 2. Teodoro 
Fontane, Eirores y Extraiios — 3 Teodoro Storm, El Fantasma del 
Dique. — 4. Ernst v. Wildenbruch, Ldgrnms de Ntilo — 5 Teodoro 
Storm, In6s, La Gianja de Irnrneiiscc — 6 Rodolf9 Herzog, Fuenie de 
Juventud — 7 E T A Hoffmann, A\enturas d<^li Noche de,San .Sil- 
«yestre — 8 Franz Grillparzer, El Monasterio de Sendomir. — 9 H. v. 
Kleist, Los Esponsales de San Domingo — 10 Flavio Herrera, Cenizas. 
Fuither new volumes of this Spanish tollertion will be published at regubir inteisals. 



H«ncixsgeg^eii von DK. ’ 

o, (rofsmr der esflisoheii Spracbe «d deitTflivern^t Kiel 

Am z. April 1926 slttd erschimen : 

I. John Galsworthy: Justice. Mit Anmerkimgen und Wdrterbudi, 
beitet von Studienrat Dr A‘. Koch, Magdeburg * , . Ji 

i. H. Q. Wells: A Short History of Modern Times. Being the lASt 
Eleven Chapters of “A Short History of the World.” Mu Anmerj 
kiingen und Wflrterbuchi bearbeitet von Oberstudienrat Dr, G. SchadJ 
H6chst a. Main . M 

3. John Galsworthy Strife. Mit Anmerkungen, beai beitet von Studien* 

rat Dr. Fr. OeckeU Stettin Ji 1.50 

4. A Thomas Hardy Reader. Eine Auswabl aus Thomas Hardys Prosa 

und Dichtiing,.mit besonderer Genehmigung des Verfassers zusam- 
mengestellt und herausgt geben von Prof, Dr Ph. Aronstein, Berlin. 
Mit Anmerkungen und Worterbuch . . . . . . 1.80 

5 H. G. Wells: The Dream. Mit Anmerkungen und Wdrterbucli, 
bearbeitet von Dr. H. T. Price, Lektoram Institut fur Weltwirtschaft 
und Seeverkehr an der UniversiUlt Kiel ^ i,%o 

Am I. September 1926 sind erschienen : 

b. H. G. Wells: The Country of the Blind. Mit Anmerkungen und 
Wdrterbuch, bearbeitet von Studiendirektor Dr. Mil Her, I.age 
(Lippe) . , .... ^ 1.20 

7. John Masefield: Reynard the Fox. Mit Wbrtcrbuch, bearbeitet voh 
Dr. Albert Eichler, o. Professor an der Universitat Graz , ^ 

G. K. Chesterton* The Innocence of Father Brown. Mit Ajjittelv'| 
kungen und Worterbuch, bearbeitet von Dr. H. T Price, Lektor am 
Institut fur Weltwirtschaft und Seeverkehr an der UoiversitSt Kiel 1 ,8<7 f 

Arnold Bennett. Elsie and the Child. Mit Anmerkungen uh | 
Wdrterbuch, bearbeitet von Dr. Helmut Ki filing, Leipz^. i.BcJ 
Die Samralunp wird von Halbjahr za Halbjahr regelmaOig fortgesetzt 


8 . 


ENOLiSCHE BIBLIOTHEK 


Mrs. 


Herausgegeben von Dr. Max Fdrster 

Geh.Hofrat und o. 5. Professor .in der Univenut^t MUnchen 


c . V. - 1 scli-deutscbea Sliakespeare -Worterbuch. Von Dr. 

Leon iv.:..-. I uMUM-'hemals Professor a.d Universitdt Czeruowitc. Gob. 

2. Band. Brotestantismus und Literatur. Neue Wege zur engl, 
Literatur des 18. Jahrhunderts. Von Dr. HERBERT SCHOFFI.EJC, 
Professor a d Univ Koln. Gcheftet Ji 4. — - 

3 Band Shakespeare der Mensch. Von Helene Richter. Ge- , 
heftet M 1^0 ’ . 

4. Band. Restoring Shakespeare. Von Dr. Leon Kellner, 

mals Professor an der UniverntatCzcrnowit*. GehcftCt 6. — . Gcbundcn j 

in Leinen J 6 8.50 



e, Meantre ^ft** SJffawwse^*-*. The Comedy of Errors, -rj. Much Ado 

Low** 3 t*ftbotir’« lost — «^, Midsummer- ntfi^ht^s Kream, — 6 Merchant of yentoar* 
^ 7 Aa )rou like it, — 8 fdinin^ of the Shrew. — 9. All'* well thjt end* i^ltv — 
to, I wclfth-jniifbt' or, What you will. — ii The Winter’s Tale — r2 Kmg John. — ' 
11 The Life and Death of King Richard II — 14 Fust Part of King Heniy Tv. — 
15. Second Part of King Henry IV — i6. Kmg tleni^' V — 17 First Part of King 
ponry VI — i8 Second Part of King Hem y VI - ig Third Part of King Henry VI. 
- JO King Richard III — «r. King HtMiry VTIT — 2i 1 roilusand Cressida — 23.Titil* 
Andronicus, — 34 Coriolanus. —25 Romeo and Juliet — 26 Timon of Athens, — 
^7 Julius Caesar — 28 Macbeth — 20 Hamlet — ^o Ki-'g I.ear —31 Otbdlo, — 
32. Antony and Cleopatra — 3^ Cymhelim* —34 Pericles, Prince of Tyre —“35. Tha 
iempest. — 36 The two Gentlemen of Verona —37 Merry Wiies of Windsor. 

Separate editions of “Sonnets” -.00) and “Poema” fmclnd. Sonnets ) (.^1 ~) 

Kellner, Dr. Leon, Die englische Literatur der neuesten Zeit 
Von Dickens bis Shaw. Zweite, wesentlich verandene Auflage der 
..Englischen I.iieratur im Zcitalter der Konigin Viktoria”, gr. 8®, 
1921. Gebnnden in Leinen q — 

ySchltcking, Levin L., Die Charakterproblemebei Shakespeare, 

F gr, 8**. 1917 Crcbunden in Halhlnnen Jf 

\ Beiirige Philoiogie 

'^eramgeg von Dr* Max Fdrster, Geb Hufrat u. o u Prof. a. d Univ. Munchen 

I, Heft. Studien zu Shelleys L3rrik von Dr. Herbert Huscher. 
1919 Geheftet 1 — - 

'2. Heft. Thackeray als historischer Eomanschriftsteller von 
Dr. Gudrun VoGiJ., 1920 Geheftet i — 

‘3. Heft. Die Hamletfrage. Em Heitiag zur Geschichte der Re- 
naissance in England von Dr JOSEF WlH\N, Pnvatdo/ent m Prag 
1921. Geheftet Jf 2 — 

14, Heft Gotik und Ruine in der engl* Dichtung des 18 . Jahrh. 

vGn Dr. Reinhard Haffrkorn 1(124. Geheftet Ji 3 — 

5. Heft Die englischenKalenderstabe von Prof Dr.E Schnippfx, 
Berlin 1926 Geheftet .S 5. — 

Fifty DrawiMs by Old Masters in Private Collections. 

Edited by Plofessor Pelix Bfcker In HaJf-Parchmeni port-folio 

Die dcutsche Ausgabe ist vergnffen I 2r» — 

Handzeichnungen hollandischer Meisterausd<*Q‘'L 0“ 
lung Dr. C Hofstede de Groot im ■ - olge- 

Vierxig ausgewiibite Zeichnungen Rembrandts, seines Kretses uod 
seiner Zeit. In P'arbenlichtdroclt in OriginalgrdBe herausgegeben von 
Prof. Dr. Felix Beckfr. In Halbpergament-Mappe . 120. — 

Museum Teyler, Haarlem. Vierzig Handzeichnungen alter' 
Meister der holldndischen und fldmischen S^ule aus der^amm* 
lung des Museums. Herausgegeben von Buisman, Kon- 

der ICtrostsammlungeo des Museums 550 ExpK Imp.-Foho 
in Ganzlemen-Mappe . 



Tauctmitz Dictionaries 

For sale and for use m all iountries 

Crown 8vo 

Enghsh-GermanandGerman-Enghsh. (James.) Forfy-'hinth Edt'ltOH 
entirely ^-ewritien and greatly enlarged Bound In cloth 7. — 

Englisb’French andFrench-English. (James &MOLt,) twenty f&urth^ 
entirely new and modern Edition, Bound in cloth ^8 — 
English-Itahan and Italian-English. (Jam^s & Grasse) Sixteenth i 
Edition^ entirely rewritten and greatly enlarged by Albert de Beaux. 
Bound in cloth b — 

Tolhausen, Technological Dictionary in three Languages. Complete 
m thiee parts. Each part with a new large Supplement including all modem 
terms and expiessions m Eicctncity, Telegraphy and Telephony Bound m doth. 
Vol I Fran^ais* A il emand* Anglais. Sth Kdttton 
Vol. II English - G e rm an • French Qth h ditto h 
Vol 111 D e u ts ch • L n g 1 ISC b - Fran zohi sc h. gth RdiHon 
Each volume is sold separately Each part M lo — 


Pocket Dictionaries (same size as Tauchnitz Edition) 

Bound in cloth 

7'hest Dictionaries are constantly revised and kept carefully up to date 

Enghsh-German and German-English. Thirty -ninth Edition. 
Fran2ds,-Deutschu.Deutsch-Franz6s./t/// mdzwanzi^^&te Auji, 
Itahenisch-Deutsch und Deutsch-Italienisch. Zwdl/teAnJiage. 
English-French and French-Enghsh. Forty-uxond Edition. 4 — 
Enghsh-Italian and Itahan-Enghsh. Twenty-ninth Edition, each 
Enghsh-Spanish andSpanish-English Thir ty 'Seventh Edition 
Latin-English and Enghsh-Latin. Twentieth Edition. 
Espagnol-Fran^ais et Fran9ais-Espagnol. Neiivthne Eiiition. 
Spanisch-Dcutsch und Deutsch-Spa iisch Er%chienen ig22 . 
Deutsch-Russisch u. Russisch-Deutsch (KomANi»Ky.) Arhfe 
Aujiage, 


Imperial 4^ 

Italienisch-Dcutsch und Deutsch-Itelienisch. (Rigutini & Bulle.) 
2 B&nde, Bd I. 7. Aujiage Bd. II: 7. Aufage. In Lemen geb. 
je 12.50 

Spanisch-Deutsch und Dcutsch-Spanisch. (TouHaOsen.) 2 Bdnde 
Bd. I: g Aujiage Bd. II: p Aujiage. In Lemen gob Jh 12 50 

Etymologisches Wbrtcrbuch der englischcn Sprache von E. Holt 
HAVSEN, Prof. Ijj. engi. Phiiologic a. d- Univ. Kiel. In Lemen geb. 
Jh 3 SO ^ 
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